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INTRODUCTION. 



/^^ REAT and fascinating as Schiller is as a dra- 
^^ matic poet, not less great and fascinating is 
he as a lyrical poet ; and all those who, whether in 
the original or through translations, know his Gedichte 
— his Ballads and Poems — know what a wealth of 
intellectual power and poetical beauty they comprise, 
and what a wealth of enjoyment the perusal of them 
is calculated to bestow on those who read them. 
They have, as might be expected, found various 
translations into many languages. In our own lan- 
guage, Lytton Bulwer, the first Lord I^ytton, has pre- 
eminently signalized himself by a very fine rendering 
of the whole of them, which originally appeared in 
Blackwood's Magazine, * The Lay of the Bell ' found, 
years ago, in Lord Francis Egerton, afterwards Earl 
of Ellesmere, a very able translator; and more 
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recently, Mr. Merivale, Mr. Arthur Mills, and others 
have published good translations of that magnificent 
poem. I venture, in all humility, in the present little 
volume to produce a new translation not only of the 
'Lay of the Bell,' but also of a few other of the 
ballads which have always seemed to me to be 
peculiarly beautiful. For the sake of German 
scholars I have also placed in juxtaposition with 
the translations the original German. 

In this Introduction I proceed to give such brief 
notices of those ballads which I have translated as 
may perhaps tend in some measure, however imper- 
fectly, to illustrate and explain them. 



The Lay of The Bell [Das Lied von der Glocke). 

Within the compass of a poem which is not of 
great length, Schiller, in his *Lay of the Bell,' has 
comprised a marvellous amount of poetry, of pathos, 
and of philosophy. From the nature of this poem, it 
is clearly not one to be dashed off in a short time, 
but one which required much thought and reflection, 
and much revisal ; and as a fact we know, that though 
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the original idea of the poem was first entertained by 
the poet in 1797, it was not till 1800 that it was 
published. It has taken a strong hold on the German 
mind in the original, and in translation, though of 
course any translation must come infinitely short of 
the original, it has been universally admired wherever 
it has been read. The conception and the execution 
are equally skilful and effective. As a running bass, 
as it were, to the varied melodies of the song, are con- 
veyed in a series of symmetrical stanzas the details of 
the founding of the Bell, from the forming of the 
mould by the master founder, until at length com- 
plete it is hoisted into the belfry, whence for many 
generations it is destined to send forth all around, 
in irregular alternation, tones of joy and of sorrow, 
of peace and of strife. 

Schiller must have carefully and industriously in- 
quired into, and personally observed, the various 
stages of the process of the casting of the Bell, else 
he could not so accurately and graphically have 
described them in his Lay. 

We have first the fixing firmly in the ground the 
mould formed of burnt clay, which the genius and 
skill of the master has devised and executed. Both 
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heart and head are in his work, and he endeavours 
to inspire his workmen with something of his own 
intelligence and enthusiasm; but, at the same time, 
he does not forget reverently to invoke the blessing 
of God on the work, for he acknowledges that though 

* The Master's skill the work may prove, 
Yet comes the blessing from above. ' 

The fuel for the furnace has next to be provided ; 
it must be of pine wood thoroughly dry, so that a roar- 
ing flame may supply the requisite heat. Then first 
the copper is melted, and next the tin is introduced ; 
smelted together, they form what the poet calls * the 
viscous bell-food/ The springing up of white bubbles 
shows when the metal masses are fully in flow. Then 
is the time to blend them with the alkali (potass) in 
order to promote the melting and union of the metals, 
and thus to help to speed the cast. Now the scum 
or dross must be cleared away so that the alloy may 
be pure, and the tones of the bell consequently clear 
and full-sounding. In order to test the alloy, a rod is 
dipped in the molten mass ; and if, when it is with- 
drawn, what sticks to it shall present a glassy appear- 
ance, then it is known that the fusion is complete, 
and that hard and soft have become fully blended 
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and combined. If, on breaking a piece of the cooled 
mixture, the fracture be finely jagged, that is taken as 
a proof that the proportion of the metals is correct, 
and that the founding may be begun. But here 
again the pious master pauses, and will not proceed 
a stage further until he has invoked in prayer God's 
favour and blessing ; this done, 

* " Out with the spigot," then he cries ; 
And rushing forth in reeking bow, 
The ruddy waves of metal flow. ' 

The molten mass has now filled the mould. It 
remains to be seen whether the cast has been success- 
ful. That cannot be ascertained till the metal has 
had time to cool. Meanwhile the workmen are 
allowed some hours of breathing time from their 
labours, and they are dismissed to disport themselves 
as best they may. But light-hearted and gay as the 
workmen may be during this period of suspense of 
their labours, 

* The master is ne'er free from fears.' 

In due time he calls on his men to break the 
mould, the purpose of which is now past ; nor till by 
repeated blows of the swinging hammer it has been 
broken in pieces can it be ascertained whether the 
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cast be successful or not, whether or not the molten 
bronze may not have burst its house asunder, and left 
a shapeless and void image instead of a shapely, 
bright, and perfect belL At length the anxieties of 
the master are relieved, the cast has been ascertained 
to be successful, and he thankfully exclaims : 

* Now God to me has given delight, 
Behold how like a star of gold 
From out its shell so smooth and bright, 
The kernel does itself unfold.' 

Then calling for his men to close their ranks, he 

cries : 

* In union, love, and harmony, 

Assemble our community j * 

and, he adds, let us give our good Bell the name 
of Concordia. All that now remains to be done is 
to hoist it from out its cavern that it may mount to 
its destined abode in the lofty belfry. In glowing 
accents the master exclaims : 

* Pull, pull, it rises now, 
It moves, it hangs, I trow. 
Joy to this city may it bring. 
And may it peals of peace first ring. * 

Whilst the poet has thus been steadily proceeding 
with the details of the process of the founding of the 
Bell, he has been as steadily, as on he goes, shadow- 
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ing forth in a series of beautiful word - pictures in 
varied metre the various circumstances in domestic 
life, and latterly also in social and national life, in 
which the tolling of the Bell is to be of notable signi- 
ficance; and the steps of the process and the pictures 
are skilfully intertwined, and made to reflect the one 
upon the other in highly effective and varied strains. 

The first toll of the Bell is a joyous one ; it pro- 
claims the infant's first step in life, when it is brought 
to the font to be admitted into the Christian family. 
Whilst there it lies sleeping in its mother's arms, 
who can foretell what shall be its fate in life for weal 
or woe, whether it shall prove a blessing or a curse 
to its parents, to its country, and to the world ? The 
toll of the Bell cannot tell that — that lies darkly hid 
in the womb of futurity. 

But the child becomes a boy, and sports and 
gambols in thoughtless and careless happiness with 
the boys, ay, and the girls too, of his own age. The 
boy becomes a lad, and now scornfully refusing to 
associate with girls in his sports, he attaches himself 
to lads as boisterous as himself. The lad becomes 
a youth, and impatient of the restraint of home, and 
longing to see the world and the men and the customs 
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of the world, he takes up the wanderer's scrip and 
staff, and travels to and fro gaining knowledge of 
men and things, gaining also manfulness for himself, 
until at last as a stranger he is fain to return to his 
paternal home. 

He is now a man. Passion begins to exercise its 
sway. There seizes on his heart a passion * which 
no name can know.' What are his comrades to him 
now ? He forsakes their society, refuses to join in 
their sports, wanders all apart dogging the steps of 
the fair girl whom he regards in his love-dream as a 
heaven-sent bright angelic being. All this in beauti- 
ful language is described by the poet, who thus 
apostrophizes the tender passion : — 

* O tender passion ! O sweet hope ! 

Oh first love's golden time is this ! 
When to the eye heaven seems to ope. 

And the heart revels in its bliss^ 
Would that young love's delicious day 

Might still continue green for aye ! ' 

Hark ! the Bell now rings forth a merry peal. Tis 
the merry marriage-bell inviting to a joyous fete, 
summoning a gay and joyous company to see two 
loving hearts, which have been blended and com- 
bined by the flame of love into an alloy as pure and 
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true as the master's molten metals, united in a holy 
tie which is destined to endure as long as they are 
spared in life to one another. 

The sweet but idle dallyings of love are now to 
have an end, for the realities of life are to be en- 
countered. But though . 

* Passion may fly, 

Love must remain ; 
The flower may die, 
The fruit we gain. ' 

The man has to breast manfully life's battle ; he has 

* To work and toil, 
To plant and moil 
With art and force 
To speed his course, 
Venture and strain 
Fortune to gain.' 

The faithful wife has her no less important duties 
also. The chaste mother of his children, she guides 
the household ; and whether she is teaching the girls, 
or curbing the impetuosity of the boys, or plying her 
spinning-wheel, or storing away the glistening wool 
or the snow-white linen, she is ever active, ever 
orderly and thrifty, ever loving, 

* And never, never is at rest. * 
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In such a household so guided and governed by the 
loving twain, can we wonder that all goes smoothly and 
prosperously, or that, amidst domestic happiness and 
virtue, riches increase, that the barns are well stored, 
that acre is added to acre, and that all seems bright 
without and within ? The happy father of the house, 
elated by his prosperity, is led to utter with pride this 
boast : 

* Firm 'gainst misfortune's power abide 
The glories of my house and hearth, 
As the foundations of the earth.' 

He has no foreboding of evil to come ; but, alas ! 
* man is born to trouble as the sparks fly upwards,' in 
a moment the cup of prosperity is dashed from his 
lips ; for hark ! the Bell sounds once more. But this 
time it pours forth no joyous sounds ; it is the agitated 
toll of the appalling alarum bell, telling of calamity, 
announcing to the citizens that there is a conflagration, 
and summoning help to extinguish it That calamity 
has suddenly fallen upon the house and possessions 
of him who had just been too presumptuously boast- 
ing of his prosperity. In glowing verses the poet 
describes the ravages of the destructive element, the 
roaring of the flames, the cracking of rafters, the 
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falling of beams, the crashing of windows, the screams 
of frightened children and distraught mothers, the 
piteous whining of animals, — 

* All is running, rescue, flight, 
Bright as daylight is the night. * 

It is in vain that every effort is made to arrest the 
progress of the conflagration ; on and on it rushes, 
destroying whatsoever comes in its way, and at last 
the once prosperous man 

* Must, yielding to God*s power, 
Stand idle, marvelling in that hour, 
And see his works to ruin given. ' 

But even in that terrible hour of his distress, whilst 
he gazes on the desolation and ruins around, he 
shows how he can be brave, and amidst it all 

* To him a comfort sweet is left ; 

He counts his loved ones* heads, and lo ! 
Of not one dear one he*s bereft.* 

He may, indeed, hope by toil and industry to 
replace his severe loss of his possessions ; but, alas ! 
ere long he is doomed to find that there is in store 
for him a loss which cannot be replaced. Again the 
Bell sounds; this time it sends forth in slowly 
measured cadence a melancholy toll — it is now the 

B 



1 8 INTR OD UCTION. 



passing bell which tells of the passage of a traveller 
to that bourne from which there is no return. It is 
the beloved wife, the faithful mother, snatched sud- 
denly away from her husband and her children by 
the ruthless hand of death. 

* Now dwells she in the shadow land, 
And of the home each tender band 
Has suddenly been snapt in twain, 
And never can be joinM again.' 

Nothing can exceed the pathos of the lines, few 
though they be, in which the poet depicts the sorrowful 
bereavement and the desolation which it leaves behind. 

The poet now leaves the domestic history, whose 
varied incidents the Bell has with varying chime 
proclaimed, and carries his theme to a wider sphere. 
He tells of the vesper bell which, as our own poet 
Gray has it, 

* Tolls the knell of parting day ; * 

which dismisses the wearied labourer from his toil 
to his humble but treasured cottage-home, sends the 
sheep to the fold, and the lowing herds to their stalls ; 
which is the signal for stillness in street and in market, 
and for the assembling round the bright social lamp 
or comfortable fireside of cheerful households. 
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When the harvest is ended the Bell is not silent, 
but rings out merrily when the last sheaf is brought 
in, and the joyous young reapers fly eagerly to dance 
and song. 

While peace and order reign in town and in country, 
the Bell rings on, day by day in peaceful strains ; and 
as each day of rest returns, invites worshipping con- 
gregations to the house of God. Alas ! that this 
serenity should ever be disturbed. But beneath seem- 
ing tranquillity, there may be pent-up fires concealed, 
ready to burst forth with ruinous impetuosity. There 
may come a time when 

* Insurrection now the bell-ropes draws, 

Resounds the Bell with howling peals intense ; 
And though to peaceful sounds devoted 'twas, 
The tocsin now it sounds for violence. * 

And then the poet goes on to draw a picture of the 
curses which even in the name of liberty and 
equality, as in the French revolutions, are perpe- 
trated, when murderous bands of cruel men are seen 
surging to and fro, carrying death and destruction 
in their train, and fiendish women, too : 

* Women unsex'd, hyenas wild appear, 
And with their ribald jest, disgust the ear ; 
Like panthers with their teeth their rage to sate, 
Foes* hearts they tear while still they palpitate.' 



» 
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Frightful as is the picture which the poet thus 
draws, history shows that it is not overdrawn; for 
have we not, even in our own day, witnessed such 
things, not far from our own shores ? 

In this imperfect sketch we have endeavoured to 
follow the poet in his splendid history, first of the 
founding of the Bell, and next of the varied functions 
which it is being continually called on to fulfil ; we 
may fitly conclude with the following further quota- 
tion from this noble Lay which * points a moral : * — 

* To serious an4 eternal things 

Its metal «HBwe «bh* devote, 
And hourly as it rapid swings, 

May it the flight of time denote ; 
May it lend tongue to destiny, 
Though void of heart and sympathy, 
That thus, while it shall swing, it may 
Accompany life's varied play ; 
And as the clang falls on the ear, 

Which it in powerful tones does send. 
May it teach : ** Nought's abiding here. 

All that is earthly has an end J 
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The Knight of Toggenburg {Ritter Toggenburg). 

Amongst the numerous ballads of Schiller none is 
more touching than *The Knight of Toggenburg.' 
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Putting us in mind of some of our own Border ballads, 
it is distinguished by simplicity, and at the same time 
by a certain ruggedness, which rather adds to than 
detracts from the effect. It is a tale of love, — ardent, 
pure, constant, and undying, — but unrequited love. 
It has been often said, indeed, that unrequited love 
cannot long survive. Sir Walter Scott, for example, 
in his novel of St. Ronan*s, says : — * To the shame 
of the male sex be it spoken, that no degree of hope- 
less love, however desperate and sincere, can ever 
continue for years to embitter life. There must be 
hope, there must be uncertainty, there must be 
reciprocity, to enable the tyrant of the soul to secure 
a dominion of very long duration over a manly and 
well-constituted mind, which is itself desirous to will 
its freedom.' But Schiller — whether he may have 
derived his ideas from some source or other regarding 
which nothing very certain has been said, or whether 
the tale may have been engendered in his own 
prolific brain — has given us in his Toggenburg an 
example of a love which, spite of its utter hopeless- 
ness, was so cherished, and being so cherished was 
not without a source of consolation amidst despair 
even unto the end. In the beginning of the ballad 
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this truly noble knight, rejected, but sympathizingly 
rejected, by her whom he loves, and who is unable 
to return his love, is fain to seek relief from his 
agonizing woe in the field of fight. He flies with 
his warrior band to the Holy Land, where he soon 
illustrates his name by deeds of valour which strike 
terror into the hearts of his Moslem foes. But all 
the while his love is never for an instant forgotten ; it 
continues even 'mid the shock of battle to sear his 
very heart of hearts. After a year he can bear his 
pain no longer. So intense is his agony that he even 
resolves — ^and it must have cost him no small effort — 
to quit the field, to leave his brave and faithful 
comrades, and to fly back again to the land where 
dwells the beloved one, hoping against hope that she 
may yet reverse the sentence which dooms him to 
pangs inexpressible. But it is death to his hopes; 
when knocking at her castle gate, he hears the crush- 
ing words, * She is the bride of Heaven.' He knows 
that he is now cut off from her for ever in this world, 
and that for him hope is utterly extinguished. Yet 
his love lives on, ardent as ever. He abandons his 
lordly castle and his wide domain, bids adieu to his 
faithful steed, doffs his armour, and disguising his 
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stalwart frame in a hair-cloth robe, steals unobserved 
away to the valley where stands the convent. There 
he builds for himself a rude hut, whence he can look 
upon the convent which now contains all that is 
most dear to him. Here, though his great hope be 
gone, yet he lives on loving, supported only for a 
time by the humble consolation of daily seeing the 
angelic countenance of his beloved as she opens 
each morning her cell window and looks down upon 
the vale below, all unconscious of his presence. This 
daily moment of bliss suffices for him for years, until 
at length one day the devoted knight is found sitting 
a dead corse, staring intently on that window, the 
centre of all his thoughts whilst he lived. 

Never was love more true, more pure, more dis- 
interested than this ; and never was such love more 
simply, more touchingly, and more powerfully de- 
picted than in this beautiful ballad of Schiller. 



The Message to the Forge {Der Gang nach dem 

Eisenhammer). 

The subject of this no less beautiful than interest- 
ing ballad is clearly ascertained to have been taken 
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from a tale by a French novelist called R^tif. The 
following is an abbreviated sketch of the tale itself, as 

told by him : — The Countess of K , in Vannes, 

had a very handsome and very God-fearing page 
called Champagne. In his service to his mistress he 
was so devoted and untiring that he almost seemed 
to anticipate her every wish, and when she gave him 
any orders he often could say that already what she 
commanded had been fulfilled. The Countess could 
not help wondering at his active fidelity, and praising 
it to those who might happen to visit her. This 
praise excited the envy and jealousy of one of his 
fellow-ser\'ants called Pinson or Blbro, and instigated 
him to calumniate the innocent page with the Count. 
He represented that Champagne had daringly pre- 
sumed to entertain sentiments of love towards the 
Countess, though all unknown to her. Of this he 
adduced so many proofs that the too credulous 
Count believed him. Blinded by the false repre- 
sentations of this wicked servant, the Count resolved 
to sacrifice the life of this presumptuous page who 
had dared to give him such grievous cause of offence. 
For this purpose he devised a most cruel and wicked 
plan. He went to the head blacksmith, who worked 



\ 
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at a forge in a wood on his estate, and told him 
to throw into the furnace the messenger whom he 
should send to ask if he had done what his lord had 
commanded. The rough hard-hearted blacksmith, 
nothing loath, undertook the task, and, to make sure 
of success, associated with himself a comrade not a 
whit less hard-hearted than himself. All this having 
been arranged, the Count on the following day sent 
for Champagne, and bade him go to the forge, and 
put the question to the blacksmith, * Have you done 
what your lord has commanded ? ' The page, always 
ready for duty, prepared on the instant to fulfil his 
lord's errand. But he bethought him that haply the 
Countess might have some errand of her own for 
him to fulfil. He therefore waited upon her. In 
reply to his inquiry, the Countess said she had no 
special errand for him at that time, only, as she 
herself was detained by ill-health from attending at 
mass, she wished that he would attend there, and 
pray as well for her as for himself. With this request 
Champagne was but too glad to comply, otherwise 
he could not have delayed executing the Count's 
commission. Starting on his way, he had scarcely 
reached the end of the village when he heard the 
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chapel bell sounding for mid-day mass. It happened 
to be harvest-time, and, as all the able-bodied in- 
habitants were busily engaged in the field, and as 
therefore no one could be present capable of assisting 

the priest in the service, Champagne, to whom the 
church services were familiar, at once cheerfully 

proffered his aid, and before the priest entered the 
chapel, had put everything in order for the celebra- 
tion of the mass as the regular sacristan, had he 
been present, would have done. The service ended, 
and all things again arranged in proper order, he 
hastened to the forge, repeating, as he went, prayers 
for the Countess, for the Count, and for himself. 
Arrived at the forge, he put the question to the 
blacksmith, * Have you. fulfilled your lord's com- 
mand?' With a mysterious grin the fellow replied, 

* Oh yes, some time ago, and it is as good as if he 
had never lived on the earth.' With this answer, of 
the meaning of which he had no idea, Champagne 
hurried back to his lord. At sight of him the 
Count was both astonished and violently enraged. 

* Whence,' said he, 'do you come, villain that you 
are?' *From the forge, my lord Count,' replied 
Champagne. ' You have tarried on the way,' rejoined 
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the Count. ' No longer,' replied Champagne, * than 
to fulfil the request of the Countess, that I should 
attend mass, and pray for her as for myself. That I 
did, and included you in my prayers. I did not 
think your errand so pressing that it would not brook 
the delay.' The Count was puzzled ; but after he 
had asked Champagne what they had said to him at 
the forge, it occurred to him that the accuser, whom 
he had in his impatience despatched to the forge, 
had arrived there first, and had met the fate devised 
for the page. In this he was constrained to recog- 
nise the hand of Providence. He lost no time in 
going to the Countess, taking Champagne along with 
him, and to her he said, * Rely entirely on this good 
and faithful servant, for to-day I have discovered that 
he is favoured by the Almighty.* From that day 
forward Champagne was entrusted with the entire 
stewardship of his lord's house and estate, and ever 
discharged its duties most faithfully. 

In the treatment of this subject, as will be 
observed, Schiller, in this ballad, has deviated very 
little from the original. For the name of Champagne 
he has substituted the more poetical and pleasing 
name of Fridolin. The tale is simply but flowingly 
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told; its very simplicity, indeed, makes it all the 
more fascinating. We cannot wonder that the pious 
and devoted page was highly, even affectionately, 
regarded by the Countess, for he is so amiable, so 
gentle, so modest, and so faithful. He is truly a type 
of a good and faithful servant, both as regards his 
Maker and his earthly master and mistress. A 
striking contrast he is to the envious and malignant 
fellow-servant, the villain — Robert the huntsman of 
the ballad — who calumniated him and sought his 
destruction. The piety of Fridolin saved his life, 
for, but for the time occupied in the service of the 
mass, he would have met with the dreadful but 
unmerited fate devised for him by the Count, whose 
ear had been so abused by the wicked huntsman. 
We feel no regret that a speedy and striking Nemesis 
overtook the latter. We heartily rejoice when the 
Count, recognising the hand of Providence in what 
had happened, and convinced not only of the inno- 
cence but of the piety and excellence of Fridolin, 
commends him, without reserve, to the Countess as 
the favoured of Heaven, and worthy of all the con- 
fidence and kindness that could be bestowed on 
him. 
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The Maiden's Lament {Des Mddchens Klage), 

The first two stanzas of this song are sung by 
Thekla in the Piccolomini^ Act iii. scene 7. The song 
itself expresses joy and sorrow combined ; it expresses 
what has been called *the luxury of woe.* The 
maiden has loved and has lost; but she evidently 
agrees with Tennyson's sentiment, 

* Better to have loved and lost, 
Than never to have loved at all.' 

She finds consolation in nursing her woe. It is a 
simple ballad, full of pathos, and embodying in a 
very few stanzas a world of feeling. 



The Infanticide {Die Kindesmbrderin), 

In this poem Schiller in very thrilling and power- 
ful stanzas repeats the * ower true tale ' — alas ! the too 
frequent tale — of woman's fall and crime, resulting 
from man's base, selfish treachery and wickedness. 
The once lovely, innocent, happy girl, arrayed in the 
white robe of virgin purity, decked with bows of rose- 
coloured ribbons, is now in her prison cell, still 
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arrayed in a white robe; but it is a white robe of 
shame, bound with black ribbon. She listens to the 
dull tolling of the bell of doom, and awaits the dread 
summons to the scaffold whereon she is to expiate 
the crime of infanticide. In harrowing language she 
pours forth the sad story of her woe, tells how, goaded 
on to despair and madness by the agony of her situa- 
tion, she murdered her babe, and launches forth in 
withering accents her scorn and indignation against 
him whose baseness has brought on herself and her 
babe so fearful a fate. Her bosom is agitated with 
contending emotions. If for a moment she conjures 
up the memories of past joys, then surges the tide of 
remorse, shame, and penitence. As the fatal moment 
approaches, she relents as regards her betrayer. She 
prays for forgiveness for him, she turns away from 
him her curse, to turn it upon her own beauty, which 
was the cause of her fall. Then comes the end, 
which she rather welcomes as a relief from her misery 
than dreads. 

The subject is a painful one, but there is nothing 
repulsive in the way in which it is handled ; on the 
contrary, clothed in the thrilling weird language of 
the poet, the picture fascinates us, while it evokes our 
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indignation against the base betrayer, and our deepest 
feelings of pity and compassion for his poor sinful 
victim, — sinful indeed, — but whom we feel disposed 
to regard *as more sinned against than sinning.' 



The Cranes of Ibycus {Die Kraniche des Jbykus), 

* The Cranes of Ibycus,' — this was in Greece a pro- 
verbial phrase equivalent to our own 'Murder will 
out.' It owes its origin to the tragical fate of a young 
minstrel named Ibycus, regarding whose story the 
facts are to be found related in the Dictionary of 
Suidas under the article of * Ibvcus,' and also in an 
essay by Plutarch on * Loquacity.' 

Suidas says : * The minstrel Ibycus, from Rhegium 
in Southern Italy, said, when he was attacked by 
robbers in a solitary place, that the cranes, which just 
then flew above his head, would avenge him. At a 
later period, one of the robbers who had murdered 
him, when he saw cranes in the city, cried out, 
" Behold the avengers of Ibycus !" One who had 
overheard this, pursued the meaning of these words 
further, and so the matter came to light, and the 
robbers were punished.' 
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Plutarch says : ' And were not the murderers of 
Ibycus discovered in this manner : as they sat in the 
theatre and by chance saw cranes pass by overhead, 
they laughing whispered to each other, " Behold, there 
are the avengers of Ibycus !" These words struck 
those who happened to sit near them, and as Ibycus 
had been missed already for a long time, they took 
hold of the words and reported them to the authori- 
ties. In this way were they convicted and executed. 
This punishment was brought on them not by the 
cranes, but by their own loquacity, which, like an 
Erinnys or Nemesis, compelled them to betray the 
murder.' 

Such were the materials out of which Schiller con- 
structed his ballad of * The Cranes of Ibycus.' The 
subject seems to have been first suggested to him by 
Goethe, who at one time had proposed to use it as 
the subject of a poem by himself, but did not carry 
out his intention. 

The commencing stanza at once enlists our deepest 
sympathy for the young minstrel, favoured by the 
gods because of his piety, and especially gifted by 
Apollo with musical talent and a fine voice. 

On his way to the Isthmian games, full of laudable 
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ambition to gain the wreath of pine, the honourable 
emblem of victory in the minstrel contest, he is just 
approaching the scene of the games, when he is set 
upon by robbers and cruelly murdered. The loneli- 
ness of his situation, out of reach as he is of earthly 
help ; his inability to make effective resistance, being 
unarmed and not possessed of strong bodily power ; 
the suddenness of the attack, — all these start forth 
before us as a vivid picture, in a few graphic lines by 
the poet. And when he lies a-dying, unable any 
longer to see, yet able to hear the swarm of cranes 
flying past, and able when expiring to cry out, * These 
will be my avengers,' we feel for him the deepest 
compassion, and the hope that this cruel secret 
murder may not remain undiscovered nor unavenged. 
All Greece is shocked, deeply grieved, and enraged 
at the death of their favourite minstrel, but there is 
for a time no clue to the discovery of the barbarous 
murderers. A vast crowd is assembled in the theatre 
to witness the Isthmian games. Their feelings are 
wrought up to the utmost pitch by the chorus of 
Erynnides, analogous to the Eumenides of -^schylus, 
or the Witches of Shakespeare, whom Schiller very 

skilfully introduces. They traverse the theatre weird- 

c 
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like in appearance, and sing a wild ditty, wherein 
peace is promised to the good, but fierce judgment 
is denounced against the wicked. All at once a 
swarm of cranes flies across the theatre overhead, and 
an occupant of one of the top benches is overheard 
saying to his companion, * Lo ! the cranes of Ibycus/ 
This attracts the attention and rouses the suspicions 
of those sitting nigh, and the result is the confession 
and execution of the murderers. 



The Ring of Polycrates {J^er Ring des Polycrates). 

The story of Polycrates is taken from Herodotus, 
and forms the basis of this ballad. But Schiller, as is 
the case with other poets, for example, notably Shake- 
speare and Lessing, takes licence to deal with the 
story so as best to furnish forth a poetical and telling 
effect. Polycrates had evidently for years been 
singularly favoured by fortune or luck, as it is often 
termed. It was not, however, his own conduct 
which merited, his prosperity, for he murdered one 
brother, banished another, and had shown his 
rapacious character in various ways and on various 
occasions. In the ballad everything seems to prosper 
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with him, one piece of good luck comes after another. 
His most dreaded foe is killed ; his merchant ships 
return home in safety laden with rich treasures ; the 
Cretan Armada, like the Spanish Invincible Armada, 
on its way to attack him, is dispersed by storms ; and 
even that most precious ring, which he valued above 
all his other possessions, and which, at the suggestion 
of his friend Amasis, the Egyptian king, he had 
thrown into the sea with the view of propitiating 
envious gods, is restored to him in a most unexpected, 
we may say, miraculous way. The king, his friend, 
like Job's friends of old, has taken care to prevent his 
being elated by his luck, and has warned him that 
unmingled prosperity cannot end in good, and that 
a Nemesis is sure to overtake the invariably lucky, 
and especially those who have abused their luck. 
The marvellous recovery of the ring in the eyes of 
Amasis is the climax of perilous good luck, and 
causes him to withdraw from Polycrates his friend- 
ship, and to take ship at once in order to save him- 
self from sharing in the ruin which he anticipates for 
Polycrates. In the ballad, at this point, the story 
ends. But we know from history that it happened 
to Polycrates as Amasis had feared and expected, 
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for having gone on a visit to Orcetes, the ruler of 
Magnesia, Polycrates was by him cruelly put to death 
by crucifixion. There hangs this moral on this tale : 
that, as David tells us in one of his Psalms, we 
are not to envy the prosperity of the wicked, for 
in the end he shall find his due punishment. 



THE LAY OF THE BELL. 

(Das Lied von der Glocke.) 



DAS LIED VON DER GLOCKE. 



Vh/os voco. Moriuos plango. Fulgurafrango. 



Fest gemauert in der Erden 
Steht die Form, aus Lehm gebrannt. 
Heute muss die Glocke werden ! 
Frisch, Gesellen, seyd zur Hand ! 

Von der Stirne heiss 

Rinnen muss der Schweiss, 
Soil das Werk den Meister loben ; 
Doch der Segen kommt von oben. 

Zum Werke, das wir ernst bereiten, 
Geziemt sich wohl ein ernstes Wort ; 
Wenn gute Reden sie begleiten, 
Dann fliesst die Arbeit munter fort. 
So lass't uns jetzt mit Fleiss betrachten, 
Was durch die schwache Kraft entspringt ; 
Den schlechten Mann muss man verachten, 
Der nie bedacht, was er voUbringt 
Das ist's ja, was den Menschen zieret, 
Und dazu ward ihm der Verstand, 
Dass er im innern Herzen spiiret, 
Was er erschafft mit seiner Hand. 
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/ call the living, I mourn the dead, I break the lightning. 



Securely fasten'd in the ground 
Is laid the mould, form'd of burnt clay ; 
For we to-day the Bell must found, — 
Then cheer up, comrades, work away 1 

Hot from the brow 

The sweat must flow, 
The Master's skill the work must prove ; 
Yet comes the blessing from above. 

To the earnest work that we prepare 
An earnest word will fitting be ; 
For if good words are present there 
On goes our labour cheerily. 
What ills through feeble power arise 
Let us be careful now to note, 
For the mean man we must despise 
Who'll to his work no thought devote ; 
And it is this a man should grace, 
For this was given him intellect, 
That in his inmost heart he trace 
What with his hands he would effect. 
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Nehmet Holz vom Fichtenstamme, 
Doch recht trocken lass't es seyn, 
Dass die eingepresste Flamme 
Schlage zu dem SchwaJch hinein. 

Kocht des Kupfers Brei ! 

Schnell das Zinn herbei, 
Dass die zahe Glockenspeise 
Fliesse nach der rechten Weise ! 

Was in des Dammes tiefer Gnibe 
Die Hand mit Feuers Hilfe baut, 
Hoch auf des Thurmes Glockenstube, 
Da wird es von uns zeugen laut. 
Noch dauern wird*s in spaten Tagen 
Und riihren vieler Menschen Ohr, 
Und wird mit dem Betriibten klagen, 
Und stimmen zu der Andacht Chor. 
Was unten tief dem Erdensohne 
Das wechselnde Verhangniss bringt, 
Das schlagt an die metallne Krone, 
Die es erbaulich weiter klingt. 

Weisse Blasen seh' ich springen : 
Wohl ! die Massen sind im Fluss. 
LassYs mit Aschensalz durchdringen, 
Das befbrdert schnell den Guss. 

Auch vom Schaume rein 

Muss die Mischung seyn, 
Dass vom reinlichen Metalle 
Rein und voll die Stimme schalle. 
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The fuel from the pine-tree draw, 
Yet see that dry shall be its state, 
That so into the furnace-jaw 
The roaring flame may penetrate. 

Now the copper melt ! 

Tin with it quick smelt, 
So that the viscous bell-food may 
Flow smoothly out in the right way ! 

What in the mould's deep pit obscure, 
With the fire's help, the hand did rear, 
In the tower's belfry high, be sure, 
Shall of our toil give witness clear. 
'Twill last e'en till the distant morrow, 
Heard by the men of many a time ; 
While with the sorrowing heart 'twill sorrow, 
And with devotion's chorus chime. 
What changing destiny may bring 
To earth's sons here below, there are 
Strokes on the metaJ crown to ring 
In sounds that bear the news afar. 

White bubbles springing up I see, 
The masses are in flow at last, 
Then blend them with the alkali, 
For that will help to speed the cast. 

From the scum quite free 

The alloy must be. 
That, from the metal pure, around 
A tone that's pure and full may sound 
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Denn mit der Freude Feierklange 
Begriisst sie das geliebte Kind 
Auf seines Lebens erstem Gange, 
Den es in Schlafes Arm beginnt ; 
Ihm ruhen noch im Zeitenschoosse 
Die schwarzen und die heitern Loose ; 
Der Mutterliebe zarte Sorgen 
Bewachen seinen goldnen Morgen — 
Die Jahre fliehen pfeilgeschwind. 
Vom Madchen reisst sich stolz der Knabe, 
Er stiirmt ins Leben wild hinaus, 
Durchmisst die Welt am Wanderstabe, 
Fremd kehrt er heim ins Vaterhaus. 
Und herrlich in der Jugend Prangen, 
Wie ein Gebild aus Himmelshoh'n, 
Mit ziichtigen, verschamten Wangen 
Sieht er die Jungfrau vor sich stehn. 
Da fasst ein namenloses Sehnen 
Des Jiinglings Herz, er irrt allein, 
Aus seinen Augen brechen Thranen, 
Er flieht der Briider wilden Reih'n ; 
Errothend folgt er ihren Spuren 
Und ist von ihrem Gruss begliickt. 
Das Schonste sucht er auf den Fluren 
Womit er seine Liebe schmiickt. 
O zarte Sehnsucht, susses Hofifen ! 
Der ersten Liebe goldne Zeit ! 
Das Auge sieht den Himmel offen, 
Es schwelgt das Herz in Seligkeit ; 
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Then with jo/s festal clang the birth 
Of the loved new-born child 'twill greet, 
When its first step it takes on earth 
Rock'd in the arms of slumber sweet 
Its fate for weal and woe lies there 
Still in the womb of time unborn, 
While a fond mother's tender care 
Watches the infant's golden morn. 
But years swift as the arrow speed — 
And soon the boy of girlish mate, 
In pride of boyhood takes no heed, 
But rushes forth to try his fate 
In life, — with staff in hand to roam, 
And mingle in the world with men, 
Until to the paternal home 
He as a stranger comes again. 
How glorious in youth's splendid sheen, 
Like form from heaven borne down through air, 
With modest bashful cheeks is seen, 
'Fore him to stand a maiden fair ! 
Then seizes on the young man's heart 
A passion which no name can know ; 
About he wanders all apart, 
And from his eyes tears gushing flow- 
He now no longer has a zest 
Of comrades the wild ranks to meet. 
But blushing, dogs her steps, — feels blest. 
When the loved one deigns him to greet ; 
And fairest flowers with sweetest scent 
He seeks his love to ornament. 
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O, dass sie ewig griinen bliebe, 
Die schone Zeit der jungen Liebe ! 



Wie sich schon die Pfeifen braunen ! 
Dieses Stabchen tauch' ich ein, 
Sehn wir's uberglast erscheinen, 
Wird's zum Gusse zeitig seyn. 
Jetzt, Gesellen, frisch I 
Priift mir das Gemisch, 
Ob das Sprode mit dem Weichen 
Sich vereint zum guten Zeichen. 

Denn wo das Strenge mit dem Zarten, 
Wo Starkes sich und Mildes paarten, 
Da giebt es einen guten Klang. 
Drum priife, wer sich ewig bindet, 
Ob sich das Herz zum Herzen findet ! 
Der Wahn is kurz, die Reu' ist lang. 
Lieblich in der Braute Locken 
Spielt der jungfrauliche Kranz, 
Wenn die hellen Kirchenglocken 
Laden zu des Festes Glanz. 
Ach ! des Lebens schonste Feier 
Endigt auch des Lebensmai, 
Mit dem Giirtel, mit dem Schleier 
Reisst der schone Wahn entzwei. 
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O tender passion ! O sweet hope ! 
Oh first love's golden time is this ! 
When to the eye heaven seems to ope, 
And the heart revels in its bliss ; 
Would that young love's delicious day 
Might still continue green for aye ! 

The pipes already brown we see, 
Lo, let this rod then in be passed, 
And if the alloy like glass shall be 
We know 'tis ready to be cast. 
Now, comrades, active be ! 
The mixture test for me ! 
Say if the hard as a good sign 
With the soft blending does combine ! 

Where rough and tender do combine, 
And strong and mild, you may divine 
A tuneful sound. Oh prove it true, 
Ye who for aye yourselves would bind. 
If heart drawn close to heart you find ! — 
The dream is short, but long the rue. 
Flutters amidst the fair bride's hair 

The virgin wreath so bright, 
When the clear church-bells through the air 

To the joyous fete invite. 
Ah, that life's brightest festival 
Should also life's May end ! 
And with the girdle, veil, and all 
Should thus the sweet dream rend 1 
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Die Leidenschaft flieht, 

Die Liebe muss bleiben ; 

Die Blurae verbliiht, 

Die Frucht muss treiben ; 

Der Mann muss hinaus 

Ins feindliche Leben, 

Muss wirken und streben, 

Und pflanzen und schaffen, 

Erlisten, erraffen, 

Muss wetten und wagen, 

Das Gliick zu erjagen. 
Da stromet herbei die unendliche Gabe, 
Es fiillt sich der Speicher mit kostlicher Habe, 
Die Raume wachsen, es dehnt sich das Haus, 

Und drinnen waltet 

Die ziichtige Hausfrau, 

Die Mutter der Kinder, 

Und herrschet weise 

Im hauslichen Kreise, 

Und lehret die Madchen, 

Und vvehret den Knaben, 

Und reget ohn' Ende 

Die fleissigen Hande, 

Und mehrt den Gewinn 

Mit ordnen dem Sinn, 
Und fiillet mit Schatzen die duftenden Laden, 
Und dreht um die schnurrende Spindel den Faden, 
Und sammelt im reinlich geglatteten Schrein 
Die schimraernde Wolle, den schneeichten Lein ; 
Und fiiget zum Guten den Glanz und den Schimmer, 
Und ruhet nimmer. 



\ 



THE LA V OF THE BELL. 47 

Passion may fly, 

Love must remain ; 

The flower may die. 

The fruit we gain. 

Forth man must go 

Into life's fight, 

With all his might 

To work and toil, 

To plant and moil. 

With art and force 

To speed his course. 

Venture and strain 

Fortune to gain ; 
And wealth into his hands thus prours. 
His barns of grain have precious stores. 

His rooms increase, bis house also. 
Within his house bears sway his wife, — 
Chaste mother of his children — she 
In the circle of domestic life 
Guides all with rare ability. 
The girls she teaches, curbs the lads. 
Unceasing works with diligence, 
And to the winnings much she adds 
By love of order and good sense. 
In fragrant press she treasures keeps. 
With whirring wheel the thread she's spinning. 
And in clean polish'd chests she heaps 
The glistening wool, the snow-white linen ; 
And of all this makes use the best, 
And never, never is at rest 



48 DAS LIED VON DER GLOCKE, 

Und der Vater, mit frohem Blick, 
Von des Hauses weitschauendem Giebel 
Ueberzahlet sein bliihend Gliick, 
Siehet der Pfosten ragende Baume, 
Und der Scheunen gefiillte Raume, 
Und die Speicher, vom Segen gebogen, 
Und des Kornes bewegte Wogen, 
Ruhmt sich mit stolzem Mund : 
Fest wie der Erde Grund 
Gegen des Ungliicks Macht 
Steht mir des Hauses Pracht ! 
Doch mit des Geschickes Machten 
1st kein ew'ger Bund zu flechten 
Und das Ungluck schreitet schnell. 



Wohl ! nun kann der Guss beginnen, 
Schon gezacket ist der Bruch ; 
Doch, bevor wir's lassen rinnen, 
Betet einen frommen Spruch ! 

Stosst den Zapfen aus ! 

Gott bewahr' das Haus ! 
Rauchend in des Henkels Bogen 
Schiesst's mit feuerbraunen Wogen. 

Wohlthatig ist des Feuers Macht, 
Wenn sie der Mensch bezahmt, bewacht, 
Und, was er bildet, was er schafft. 
Das dankt er dieser Himmelskraft ; 
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Gazing from out his turret high, 
Which an extensive view commands, 
The father looks with gladsome eye 
On his widespread and blooming lands -, 
Complacent views his thriving trees. 
His bams all fiU'd to overflow 
With rich stores which betoken ease, 
His waving fields of corn below. 
This boast he utters then with pride : 
' Firm 'gainst misfortune's power abide 
The glories of my house and hearth 
As the foundations of the earth.' 
But with the powers of destiny 
No bond that lasts for aye can be, 
Misfortune cometh suddenly. 

Now can the founding be begun 
For finely jagg'd the fracture is. 
But yet before we let it run 
A word of prayer were not amiss. 

Out with the spigot then ! 

God guard the house. Amen ! 
And rushing forth in reeking bow 
The ruddy waves of metal flow. 

The power of fire's beneficent 

When man controls it and it guards ; 

In what he forms or may invent 

Thanks for that power he gives heavenwards. 
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Doch furchtbar wird die Himmelskraft, 

Wenn sie der Fessel sich entrafft, 

Einhertritt auf der eignen Spur, 

Die freie Tochter der Natur. 

Wehe, wenn sie, losgelassen, 

Wachsend ohne Widerstand, 

Durch die volkbelebten Gassen 

Walzt den ungeheuren Brand ! 

Denn die Elemente hassen 

Das Gebild' der Menschenhand. 

Aus der Wolke 

Quillt der Segen, 

Stromt der Regen : 

Aus der Wolke, ohne Wahl, 

Zuckt der Strahl. 

Hort ihr's wimmern hoch vom Thurm ! 

Das ist Sturm ! 

Roth wie Blut 

Ist der Himmel ; 

Das ist nicht des Tages Gluth ! 

Welch* Getummel 

Strassen auf ! 

Dampf wallt auf! 

Flackernd steigt die Feuersaule, 

Durch der Strasse lange Zeile 

Wachst es fort mit Windeseile. 

Kochend, wie aus Ofens Rachen ; 

Gliihn die Liifte, Balken krachen, 

Pfosten stiirzen, Fenster klirren, 

Kinder jammem, Mutter irren, 
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This heaven-sent power is fraught with dread, 

When, breaking loose from out its chain, 

On its own unchecked path 'tis sped, 

As Nature's daughter free to reign. 

Alas ! when she is thus set free. 

And gaining unresisted strength 

Her dreadfril brand her whirl we see 

Along of peopled streets the length ! 

For the elements regard with hate 

Whatever the hands of man create. 

From out the cloud blessings are oozing 

In form of rain-showers light, 
From out the cloud without our choosing 

The lightning flashes bright 
From the high tower hark to that knell 
Loud-sounding ! — 'tis the alarum bell. 

The sky is red, it is blood-red. 
But 'tis not daylight's glow ; 

Along the street the tumults spread 
And loud and louder grow. 
Now clouds of smoke are mounting high, 
Fire-columns flaring to the sky 
With speed of wind on rushing go 
Destroying through the streets' long row. 
As from an oven hot air streams. 

So hot the breezes glow ; 
The rafters crack, down fall the beams, 

The windows crashing go. 
Hark 1 listen the children's cry, 

While distraught mothers be ; 
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Thiere wimmern 
Unter Triimmern ; 
Alles rennet, rettet, fliichtet, 
Taghell ist die Nacht gelichtet ; 
Durch der Hande lange Kette 
Um die Wette 

Fliegt der Eimer ; hoch im Bogen 
Spritzen Quellen Wasserwogen. 
Heulend kommt der Sturm geflogen, 
Der die Flamme brausend sucht, 
Prasselnd in die diirre Frucht 
Fallt sie, in des Speichers Raume, 
In der Sparren diirre Baume, 
Und als wollte sie im Wehen 
Mit sich fort der Erde Wucht 
Reissen in gewalt'ger Flucht. 
Wachst sie in des Himmels Hohen 

Riesengross! 

Hoffnungslos 
Weicht der Mensch der Gotterstarke, 
Miissig sieht er seine Werke 
Und bewundernd untergehen. 



Leergebrannt 
Ist die Statte, 
Wilder Stiirme rauhes Bette ; 



\ 
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And animals 'midst ruins lie 

All whining piteously. 
All is running, rescue, flight, 
Bright as daylight is the night 
Through a long-stretching chain of hands. 

Which with each other vie 
In efforts to obey commands, 

See them the buckets ply ; 
Through the air arching upwards high 

In streams they water pour. 
Now like a howling storm on fly 

The flames with frightful roar ; 
Burnt up the fruit, consumed the granaries, 
Blackened and charr'd on every side the trees ; 
It almost seems as if they'd with their blast 
Tear off" in furious flight the earth at last 
They war high in the heaven 
As giants great, 
Then desperate 
The man must — ^yielding to God's power — 
Stand idle, marvelling, in that hour, 

And see his works to ruin given. 



Gutted by fire 
Is the homestead, 
Of the storm dire 
As a rough bed ; 
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In den oden Finsterhohlen 
Wohnt das Grauen, 
Und des Himmels Wolken schauen 
Hoch hinein. 

Einen Blick 

Nach dem Grabe 

Seiner Habe 
Sendet noch der Mensch zuriick — 
Greift freilich dann zum Wanderstabe ; 
Was Feuers Wuth ihm auch geraubt, 
Ein siisser Trost ist ihm geblieben : 
Er zahlt die Haupter seiner Lieben, 
Und, sieh* ! ihm fehlt kein theures Haupt. 

In die Erd' ist's aufgenommen, 
GlUcklich ist die Form gefiillt ; 
Wird*s auch schon zu Tage kommen, 
Dass es Fleiss und Kunst vergilt ? 

Wenn der Guss misslang ? 

Wenn die Form zersprang ? 
Ach, vielleicht, indem wir hoffen, 
Hat uns Unheil schon getroffen. 

Dem dunkeln Schoss der heil'gen Erde 
Vertrauen wir der Hande That, 
Vertraut der Samann seine Saat 
Und hofft, dass sie entkeimen werde 
Zum Segen, nach des Himmels Rath. 



i> 
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How desolate is all within 
Through glassless windows one can spy, 
And through the roofless gap look in 
Heaven's clouds from forth the sky. 

Giving one last look to the grave 

Of all that he did once possess, 

The man shows how he can be brave, 

And grasps his staff with cheerfulness. 

Whatever through fire he must forego 

To him a comfort sweet is left, — 

He counts his loved ones* heads, and lo ! 

Of not one dear one he's bereft 



Into the ground the mass has run, 
And safely filPd the mould of clay ; 
When brought to light — is it well done ? 
Our toil and skill will it repay? 

If failure prove the cast ? 

If the mould burst at last? 
Ah, while weVe dared to hope, perchance 
Mischief has reached us in advance. 

To holy earth's dark bosom we 

Our handiwork confide ; 
The sower sows his seed while he 

Hopes that Heaven will provide 
That from it upward there may spring 
What surely will rich blessings bring ; 
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Noch kostlicheren Samen bergen 
Wir trauerad in der Erde Schooss, 
Und hoffen, dass er aus den Sargen 
Erbluhen soil zu schonerm Loos. 

Von dem Dome 

Schwer und bang, 

Tont die Glocke 

Grabgesang. 
Ernst begleiten ihre Trauerschlage 
Einen Wandrer auf dem letzten Wege. 

Ach ! die Gattin ist's, die theure, 
Ach ! es ist die treue Mutter, 
Die der schwarze Furst der Schatten 
Wegfiihrt aus dem Arm des Gatten, 
Aus der zarten Kinder Schaar, 
Die sie bluhend ihm gebar, 
Die sie an der treuer Bnist 
Wachsen sah mit Mutterlust — 
Ach, des Hauses zarte Bande 
Sind gelost auf immerdar ; 
Denn sie wohnt im Schattenlande, 
Die des Hauses Mutter war ; 
Denn es fehlt ihr treues Walten, 
Ihre Sorge wacht nicht mehr ; 
An verwaister Statte schalten 
Wird die Fremde, liebeleer. 

Bis die Glocke sich verkiihlet, 
Lass't die strenge Arbeit ruhn ; 
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But in the ground more precious seed 
We hide, and hope there may proceed 
In time from out its coffin's gloom, 
What to a brighter lot may bloom. 

A heavy mournful knell 
From the dome clangs the Bell, 
Its sad and solemn tone attending 
On the last road a traveller wending. 



Ah, 'tis the wife, the wife so dear. 
The faithful mother, — as his prey 
By the dark king of shades austere 
Snatch'd from her husband's arms away. 
And from her tender children torn 
Who in her bloom to him were bom, 
Whom with a mother's love caress'd 
She saw grow at her faithful breast. 
Now dwells she in the shadow-land, 
And of the home each tender band 
Has suddenly been snapt in twain. 
And never can be join'd again. 
Her faithful rule will lacking be, 
And sorely miss'd her watchful care. 
And o'er the orphan'd family 
The sway a loveless stranger bear. 

Till cool'd the Bell shall have become 
Give all from rigid labour ease. 
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Wie im Laub der Vogel spielet, 
Mag sich jeder giitlich thun. 

Winkt der Sterae Licht, 

Ledig aller Pfiicht, 
Hort der Bursch die Vesper schlagen ; 
Meister muss sich immer plagen. 

Munter fordert seine Schritte 

Fern im wilden Forst der Wandrer 

Nach der lieben Heimathiitte. 

Blokend ziehen heim die Schafe, 

Und der Rinder 

Breitgestirnte, glatte Schaaren 

Kommen briillend, 

Die gewohnte Stalle fiillend. 

Schwer herein 

Schwankt der Wagen 

Kornbeladen ; 

Bunt von Farben 

Auf den Garben 

Liegt der Kranz, 

Und das junge Volk der Schnitter 

Fliegt zum Tanz. 

Markt und Strasse werden stiller ; 

Um des Lichts geselPge Flarame 

Samraeln sich die Hausbewohner, 

Und das Stadtthor schliesst sich knarrend. 

Schwarz bedecket 

Sich die Erde ; 

Doch den sichern Burger schrecket 

Nicht die Nacht, 
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Let each one blithe and frolicsome 
Disport like bird 'midst leafy trees. 

If starlight twinkling be : 

Then from all duty free 
The vesper bell the workman hears ; 
The master is ne'er free from fears. 

Now through the distant brakes 

Of the wild tangled wood, 
To his loved hut the wanderer takes 

His way in cheerful mood. 

The sheep hie bleating home, 
And the smooth herds of broad-brow'd kine 

Low loud as on they come, 
Till they in wonted stalls recline. 

See rocking to and fro 

The cart corn-laden go. 
Of motley flowers the sheaves among 

The lovely garlands lie, 
And to the dance the reapers young 

With eagerness now fly. 
Both street and market-place are still ; 

Round the bright social lamp disposed 
The household meet with right good-will ; 

The creaking city gates are closed 
In its black mantle earth is clad ; 

For the good citizen the night 
No terrors has, — as for the bad, — 

It brings him wakefulness and fright ; 
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Die den Bosen grasslich wecket ; 
Denn das Auge des Gesetzes wacht 

HeiFge Ordnung, segensreiche 
Himmelstochter, die das Gleiche 
Frei und leicht und freudig bindet, 
Die der Stadte Bau gegriindet, 
Die herein von den Gefiiden 
Rief den ungesell'gen Wilden, 
Eintrat in der Menschen Hiitten, 
Sie gewohnt zu sanften Sitten, 
Und das theuerste der Bande 
Wob, den Trieb zum Vaterlande I 



Tausend fleiss'ge Hande regen, 
Helfen sich in munterm Bund, 
Und in feurigem Bewegen 
Werden alle Krafte kund. 
Meister riihrt sich und Geselle 
In der Freiheit heirgem Schutz ; 
Jeder freut sich seiner Stelle, 
Bietet dem Verachter Trutz. 
Arbeit is des Biirgers Zierde, 
Segen ist der Miihe Preis ; 
Ehrt den Konig seine Wiirde, 
Ehret uns der Hande Fleiss. 

Holder Friede, 
Siisse Eintracht, 
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For ever on the watch the eye 
Of law is open ill to spy. 

'Tis sacred Order, maid from heaven, 

Who, with rich blessing to mankind. 
Has a yoke light, free, joyous, given 

Together man to man to bind \ 
Who to build cities did begin, 

And savages unsocial 
From out the fields to dwell therein 

Did with soft winning accents call ; 
Who entrance to men*s huts procured. 
To gentle manners them inured, 
And wove for them that dearest band 
Attachment to their Fatherland. 

A thousand busy hands astir now see 
In cheerful union one another aid, 

And still with active fiery energy 

Are all the powers which they possess displayed. 

Guarded by sacred liberty 

Master and workmen active ply — 

Each in his station joyously, 

And they all scomers can defy. 

His labour is the burgher's ornament. 

Blessing as the reward of toil is sent ; 

The monarch's honour is his dignity, 

Honour for us consists in industry. 

Sweet Unity and kindly Peace 
Within this city gently dwell ! 
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Weilet, weilet 

Freundlich iibcr dieser Stadt ! 

Moge nie der Tag erscheinen, 

Wo des rauhen Krieges Horden 

Dieses stille Thai durchtoben, 

Wo der Himmel, 

Den des Abends sanfte Rothe 

Lieblich malt, 

Von der Dorfer, von der Stadte 

Wildem Brande shrecklich strahlt ! 

Nun zerbrecht mir das Gebaude, 
Seine Absicht hat*s erfullt, 
Dass sich Herz und Auge weide 
An dem wohlgelungnen Bild. 

Schwingt den Hammer, schwingt. 

Bis der Mantel springt ! 
Wenn die Glock' soil auferstehen. 
Muss die Form in Stiicken gehen. 

Der Meister kann die Form zerbrechen 
Mit weiser Hand, zur rechten Zeit ; 
Doch wehe, wenn in Flammenbachen 
Das gliihnde Erz, sich selbst befreit ! 
Blind wiithend, mit des Donners Krachen 
Zersprengt es das geborstne Haus, 
Und, wie aus ofFnem Hollenrachen, 
Speit es Verderben ziindend aus. 
Wo rohe Krafte sinnloss walten, 
Da kann sich kein Gebild gestalten ; 
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Ne'er come the day when they shall cease, 
When of rough war the hordes so fell 
Shall ravage this now quiet vale ; 
And when the sky, o'er which eve's red 
So soft with lovely tints is shed, 
I^it by the horrid glare one sees 
Of burning towns and villages. 



The mould of clay for me then break ! — 
Its purpose now is past — 
That heart and eye delight may take 
In the successful cast 

Swing the hammer, swing, 

Till bursts the covering ! 
For if the Bell raised up shall be 
The mould in pieces break must we. 

The master, when due time shall pass. 

With skilful hand can break the mould ; 

But if in glowing streams, alas ! 

The molten bronze should forth have roU'd, 

It with blind rage and crash of thunder 

With violence bursts its house asunder ; 

As from the gaping jaws of hell 

It belches ruin fiery, fell. 

Where rude and senseless power's employ'd 

Shapeless the image is and void. 
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Wenn sich die Volker selbst befrein 
Da kann die Wohlfahrt nicht gedeihn. 

Weh^ wenn sich in dem Schooss der Stadte 
Der Feuerzunder still gehauft, 
Das Volk zerreissend seine Kette, 
Zur Eigen hiilfe schrecklich greift ! 
Da zerret an der Glocke Strangen 
Der Aufruhr, dass sie heulend schallt, 
Und, nur geweiht zu Friedensklangen, 
Die Losung anstimmt zur Gewalt 

Freiheit und Gleichheit ! hort man schallen ; 
Der ruh*ge Biirger greift zur wehr. 
Die Strassen fiillen sich, die Hallen, 
Und Wiirgerbanden ziehn umher. 
Da werden Weiber zu Hyanen 
Und treiben mit Entsetzen Scherz ; 
Noch zuckend, mit des Panthers Zahnen, 
Zerreissen sie des Feindes Herz. 
Nichts Heiliges ist mehr, es losen 
Sich alle Bande frommer Scheu ; 
Der Cute raumt den Platz dem Bosen, 
Und alle Laster walten frei. 
Gefahrlich ist's, den Leu zu wecken, 
Verderblich ist des Tigers Zahn ; 
Jedoch der schrecklichste der Schrecken, 
Das ist der Mensch in seinem Wahn. 
Weh' Denen, die dem Ewigblinden 
Des Lichtes Himmelsfackel leihn ! 



THE LAY OF THE BELL, 65 

Where nations shall themselves set free 
Their weal abiding cannot be. 

Woe to the city in whose bosom lie 
ConceaPd the pent-up fires, and where a raid 
The people make — bursting their chains — and try 
To use them horribly in their own aid. 
There insurrection now the bell-ropes draws, 
Resounds the Bell with howling peals intense ; 
And though to peaceful sounds devoted 'twas 
The tocsin now it sounds for violence. 

Equality and liberty they cry — 
To arms the peaceful citizens now fly, 
The streets are crowded, and the halls also, 
And murderous bands are surging to and fro. 
Women — unsex'd — hyenas wild appear. 
And with their ribald jests disgust the ear, 
Like panthers with their teeth, their rage to sate, 
Foes* hearts they tear while still they palpitate. 

Nothing is sacred more ; in twain 

Rent are all bonds of piety, 

To evil good gives place, the reign 

Of all the vices now is free. 
The lion to awaken peril brings, 
The tiger's tooth is with destruction fraught. 
Yet the most dreadful of all dreadful things 
Is man when to a state of frenzy wrought. 
Woe unto those who would heaven's lighted torch 
Lend to the man who's ever blind ; its ray 



I 
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Sie strahlt ihm nicht, sie kann nur ziinden, 
Und aschert Stadt' und Lander ein. 

Freude hat mir Gott gegeben ! 
Sehet ! wie ein goldner Stem, 
Aus der Hiilse blank und eben 
Schalt sich der metallne Kern. 

Von dem Helm zum Kranz 

Spielt's wie Sonnenglanz ; 
Auch des Wappens nette schilder 
Loben den erfahmen Bilder. 

Herein, herein, 

Gesellen alle ! schliesst den Reihen 
Dass wir die Glocke taufend weihen : 
Concordia soil ihr Name sein. 
Zur Eintracht, zu herzinnigem Vereine 
Versammle sie die liebende Gemeine. 

Und dies sei fortan ihr Beruf, 
Wozu der Meister sie erschuf ! 
Hoch iiberm niedern Erdenleben 
Soil sie im blauen Himmelszelt, 
Die Nachbarin des Donners, schweben 
Und granzen an die Sternenwelt, 
Soil eine Stimme sein von oben, 
Wie der Gestirne helle Schaar, 
Die ihren Schopfer wandelnd loben 
Und fiihren das bekriinzte Jahr. 
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Him not enlightens, it can only scorch, 
And town and country so in ashes lay. 

Now God to me has given delight, 
Behold how like a star of gold 
From out its shell so smooth and bright 
The kernel does itself unfold ! 

Plays from helm to rim 

As 'twere a sunbeam ; 
And by clear heraldic shields, 
The Bell the founder's praises yields. 

Come in, come in, my workmen all 1 
Your ranks close, that we with acclaim 
May on our Bell a blessing call, 
Concordia shall be its name ; — 
In union, love, and harmony 
Assemble our community. 

Let this henceforth thy function be, 

For which the master fashion'd thee. 

Above this lower world raised high 

Aloft to hang 'neath the blue sky. 

Bordering upon the starry world. 

Nigh clouds whence thunderbolts are hurl'd ! 

Its voice aye from above shall sound 

Like the star-host which in their round 

Praise their Creator — Him revere, 

And herald on the crowned year. 
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Nur ewigen und emsten Dingen 

Sei ihr metallner Mund geweiht, 

Und stiindlich mit den schnellen Schwingen 

Beriihr' im Fluge sie die Zeit 

Dem Schicksal leihe sie die Zunge ; 

Selbst herzlos, ohne Mitgefuhl, 

Begleite sie mit ihrem Schwunge 

Des Lebens wechselvoUes SpieL 

Und, wie der Klang im Ohr vergehet, 

Der, machtig tonend, ihr entschallt, 

So lehre sie, dass nichts bestehet, 

Dass alles Irdische verhallt. 

Jetzo mit der Kraft des Stranges 
Wiegt die Glock' mir aus der Gnift, 
Dass sie in das Reich des Klanges 
Steige, in die Himmelsluft ! 

Ziehet, ziehet, hebt ! 

Sie bewegt sich, schwebt ! 
Freude dieser Stadt bedeute, 
Friede sei ihr erst Gelaute. 



THE LA Y OF THE BELL. 69 

To serious and eternal things 
Its metal voice we now devote, 
And hourly as it rapid swings, 
May it the flight of time denote ; 
May it lend tongue to destiny, 
Though void of heart and sympathy ; 
That thus, while it shall swing, it may 
Accompany life's varied play ; 
And as the clang falls on the ear. 
Which it in powerful tones does send, 
May it teach : * Nought's abiding here. 
All that is earthly has an end.' 

Now with the strength of ropes the Bell 
From out its cavern raise on high ! 
That it may mount where 'tis to dwell, 
And sounds re-echo through the sky. 

Pull, pull, it rises now. 

It moves, it hangs, I trow ; 
Joy to this city may it bring. 
And may it peals of peace first ring. 



^ 



THE KNIGHT OF TOGGENBURG. 

{Riiter Toggetiburg.) 



RITTER TOGGENBURG. 



Ballade. 



I. 

* Ritter, treue Schwesterliebe 

Widmet euch dies Herz ; 
Fordert keine andre Liebe, 

Denn es macht mir Schmerz. 
Ruhig mag ich euch erscheinen, 

Ruhig gehen sehn, 
Eurer Augen stilles Weinen 

Kann ich nicht verstehn/ 

II. 

Und er hort's mit stummem Harme, 

Reisst sich blutend los, 
Presst sie heftig in die Arme, 

Schwingt sich auf sein Ross, 
Schickt zu seinen Mannen alien 

In dem Lande Schweiz ; 
Nach dem heil'gen Grab sie wallen, 

Auf der Brust das Kreuz. 



THE KNIGHT OF TOGGENBURG. 



A Ballad. 



I. 

* Ah, Knight ! true sister's love to thee 

Is all this heart can give ; 
No other love then ask from me 

For that will make me grieve. 
Calmly can I see thee appear, 

And calmly see thee go, 
Nor understand the silent tear 

That from thine eye doth flow/ 

II. 

These words he hears with sorrow mute. 

Forth bleeding he must speed, 
He gives her one wild fond salute, 

Then leaps upon his steed. 
From Switzerland at his behest 

Are summoned all his band ; 
They haste — the Cross upon their breast- 

Unto the Holy Land. 
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III. 

Grosse Thaten dort geschehen 

Durch der Helden Arm ; 
Ihrer Helme Biische wehen 

In der Feinde Schwarm, 
Und des Toggenburgers Name 

Schreckt den Muselmann ; 
Doch das Herz von seinem Grame 

Nicht genesen kann. 

IV. 

Und ein Jahr hat er's getragen, 

Tragt's nicht langer mehr, 
Ruhe kann er nicht erjagen 

Und verlasst das Heer, 
Sieht ein Schiff an Joppes Strande, 

Das die Segel blaht, 
Schiffet heim zum theuren Lande, 

Wo ihr Athem weht. 

V. 

Und an ihres Schlosses Pforte 

Klopft der Pilger an, 
Ach, und mit dem Donnerworte 

Wird sie aufgethan : 
* Die ihr suchet, tragt den Schleier, 

1st des Himntels Braut. 
Gestern war des Tages Feier, 

Der sie Gott vertraut.' 



» 
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III. 

And there are done great deeds and brave 

By those heroic arms, 
Their plumes above their helmets wave 

Amidst of foes the swarms. 
The name of Toggenburg — his foe — 

Appals the Mussulman ; — 
Yet the Knight's heart from its great woe 

Never recover can. 

IV. 

And for a year he bore his pain, 

No more he can it bear ; 
Himself, since rest he cannot gain, 

He from his band must tear. 
He sees a ship on Joppa's strand, 

Whose white sails the wind swells. 
And home he hastes to that dear land 

Where the beloved one dwells. 

V. 

Then knocks he at her castle door, 

Knocks he that pilgrim Knight ; 
The words, with which 'twas oped, like roar 

Of thunder his heart smite : 
* She whom you seek the veil wears now, 

She is the bride of Heaven, 
But yesterday she took the vow 

Which her to God has given.' 
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VI. 

Da verlasset er auf Immer 

Seiner Vater Schloss, 
Seine Waffen sieht er nimmer, 

Noch sein treues Ross. 
Von der Toggenburg hernieder 

Steigt er unbekannt, 
Denn es deckt die edeln Glieder 

Harenes Gewand. 

VII. 

Und er baut sich eine Hiitte 

Jener gegend nah, 
Wo das Kloster aus der Mitte 

Diistrer Linden sah ; 
Harrend von des Morgens Lichte 

Bis zu Abends Schein, 
Stille Hoffnung im Gesichte, 

Sass er da allein. 

VIII. 

Blickte nach dem Kloster driiben, 

Blickte Stunden lang 
Nach dem Fenster seiner Lieben 

Bis das Fenster klang, 
Bis die Liebliche sich zeigte, 

Bis das theure Bild 
Sich ins Thai herunter neigte, 

Ruhig, engelmild. 
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VI. 

Then from his father's castle he 

For evermore withdrew, 
His arms he ne'er again will see, 

Nor yet his steed so true. 
From Toggenburg the Knight passed down, 

Passed he as one Unknown, 
For round his noble limbs a gown 

Of coarse hair-cloth was thrown. 

VII. 

And for himself a hut he reared. 

Unto that place quite nigh. 
Where from out dark lime-trees appeared 

The convent towers so high. 
Unceasingly from early morn 

Till evening's fading light. 
Still hope upon his visage borne, 

Alone sat there the Knight. 

VIII. 

He on the convent gazed above, 

Hours long he fix'd his gaze 
Upon the window of his love, • 

Until she it should raise, 
Till his loved one herself should show. 

And till that form divine 
Should bend down to the vale below 

With look calm and benign. 
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IX. 

Und dann legt* er froh sich nieder, 

Schlief getrostet ein, 
Still sich freuend, wenn es wieder 

Morgen wiirde seyn. 
Und so sass er viele Tage, 

Sass viel Jahre lang, 
Harrend ohne Schmerz und Klage, 

Bis das Fenster klang, 

X. 

Bis die Liebliche sich zeigte, 

Bis das theure Bild 
Sich ins Thai herunter neigte, 

Ruhig, engelmild. 
Und so sass er, eine Leiche, 

Eines Morgans da. 
Nach dem Fenster noch das bleiche 

Stille Antlitz sah. 
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IX. 

Then joyously he down hath lain, 

And falFn asleep consoled, 
Rejoicing calmly till again 

Morn should itself unfold. 
There sitting he for years and days 

Unceasingly remained, 
Until she should the window raise, — 

Nor grieved he nor complain'd — 

X. 

Until his love herself should show. 

Until that form divine 
Should bend down to the vale below 

With look calm and benign. 
And so he sat — a corse sat he 

Upon one morning there, 
Up at the window still, ah me ! 

A pale calm face did stare. 



THE MESSAGE TO THE FORGE. 
(Der Gang nach dem Eisenhammer.) 



F 



DER GANG NACH DEM EISENHAMMER. 



Ballade, 



Ein frommer Knecht war Fridolin, 

Und in der Furcht des Herm 
Ergeben der Gebieterin 

Der Grafin von Savern. 
Sie war so sanft, sie war so gut ; 
Doch auch der Launen Uebermuth 
Hatt' er geeifert zu erfiillen 
Mit Freudigkeit um Gotteswillen. 

Friih von des Tages erstem Schein, 

Bis spat die Vesper schlug, 
Lebt' er nur ihrem Dienst allein, 

That nimmer sich genug. 
Und sprach die Dame : * Mach' dir's leicht ! ' 
Da wurd' ihm gleich das Auge feucht, 
Und meinte, seiner Pflicht zu fehlen, 
Durft' er sich nicht im Dienste qualen. 

Drum vor dem ganzen Dienertross 
Die Grafin ihn erhob ; 



THE MESSAGE TO THE FORGE. 



A Ballad, 



A pious Page was Fridolin, 

Devoted in God's fear 
Unto the Countess of Savem 

His noble mistress dear. 
She was so gentle and so good, 
That e'en her haughty whims he would 
Have strained all efforts to fulfil, 
For the Lord's sake, with right good-will. 

E'en from the morning's early dawn, 

Until the evening late, 
He for her service lived alone, — 

No toil for him too great. 
And if she said : * Nay toil not so ! ' 
Then from his eyes the tears would flow. 
For he himself in error thought. 
If in her service he strain'd not. 

Therefore above her household all 
The Countess him did raise ; 
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Aus ihrem schonen Munde floss 

Sein unerschopftes Lob. 
Sie hielt ihn nicht als ihren Knecht, 
Es gab ihr Herz ihm Kindesrecht ; 
Ihr klares Auge mit Vergniigen 
Hing an den wohlgeslalten Ziigen. 

Darob entbrennt in Roberts Brust, 

Des Jagers, gift'ger Groll, 
Dem langst von boser Schadenlust 

Die schwarze Seele schwoU — 
Und trat zum Grafen, rasch zur That, 
Und offen des Verfiihrers Rath, 
Als einst vom Jagen heim sie kamen, 
Streut' ihm ins Herz des Argwohns Samen. 

* Wie seid Ihr gliicklich, edler Graf, ' 

Hob er vol! Arglist an, 

* Euch raubet nicht den goldnen Schlaf 

Des Zweifels gift'ger Zahn : 
Denn Ihr besizt ein edles Weib, 
Es giirtet Scham den keuschen Leib. 
Die fromme Treue zu beriicken, 
Wird nimmer dem Versucher gliicken. * 

Da rollt der Graf die fmstern Braun : 

* Was red'st du mir GeselP ? 
Werd' ich auf Weibestugend baun, 

Beweglich wie die Well' ? 
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And from her lovely lips there flowed 

His never-ceasing praise. 
On him she looked not as her slave, 
Her heart to him a child's rights gave ; 
On his fine features with delight 
Was ever fix'd her eye so bright. 

All this enkindled venomous hate 

In huntsman Robert's breast, 
And wicked envy had for long 

His bad black heart possessed. 
He to the impetuous Count draws near, 
Who ill advice is free to hear, 
(As from the chase they home proceed). 
Sows in his heart suspicion's seed. 

* How happy art thou, noble Count ! ' 

He says with cunning deep, 

* Thee the empoison'd tooth of doubt 

Robs not of golden sleep. 
A noble wife belongs to thee, 
Girt with the robe of chastity ; 
Her trusty honour to mislead 
Seducer never will succeed. ' 

Then knits the Count his gloomy brows : 

* What say you, Sir, to me ? 
Shall I on woman's virtue build 

As mobile as the sea ? 
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Leicht locket sie des Schmeichlers Mund ; 
Mein Glaube steht auf festerm Grund : 
Vom Weib des Grafen von Saverne 
Bleibt, hoff ' ich, der Versucher feme.* 

Der Andre spricht : * So denkt Ihr recht. 

Nur Euren Spott verdient 
Der Thor, der, ein gebomer Knecht, 

Ein Solches sich erkiihnt 
Und zu der Frau, die ihm gebeut, 
Erhebt der Wiinsche Liisternheit ' — 

* Was ? ' fallt ihm Jener ein und bebet, 

* Red's t du von Einem, der da lebet ? ' — 

* Ja doch, was aller Mund erfiillt, 

Das barg* sich meinem Herrn ? 
Doch weil Ihr*s denn mit Fleiss verhiillt 

So unterdriick' ich's gern ' — 
' Du bist des Todes, Bube, sprich ! ' 
Ruft Jener streng und furchterlich. 
' Wer hebt das Aug' zu Kunigonden ? ' — 
' Nun ja, ich spreche von dem Blond en.' 

* Er ist nicht hasslich von Gestalt,* 

Fahrt er mit Arglist fort, 
Indem's den Grafen heiss und kalt 
Durchrieselt bei dem Wort. 

* Ist's moglich, Herr ? Ihr saht es nie, 
Wie er nur Augen hat fur sie ? 

Bei Tafel Euer selbst nicht achtet. 
An ihrem Stuhl gefesselt schmachtet ? ' 
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This by the flatterer's lips is lured, 
On firmer ground my faith's assured, 
From Savem's Countess far away. 
As I will hope, seducers stay.' 

Then Robert says : * You think aright, 

He but deserves your scorn, — 
That fool who such attempt has dared. 

Though but a servant born ; 
And her, who him did patronize, 
Has look'd on with lascivious eyes.' 
Trembling with rage the Count cries : • How ? 
Does he of whom you tell live now ? ' 

* Yes ; from my master should I hide 

Reports which all mouths fill ? 
But since you'd hide them from yourself. 
Suppress them, too, I will' 

* Speak, fellow, if your life you prize,' 
In rough and dreadful tones he cries ; 

* Who on my wife to look has dared?' 

* 'Tis Fridolin the Page fair-haired.' 

* He is not an ill-favour'd youth,' 

Thus cunningly he told. 
While, as he listen'd, through the Count 
Ran thrills both hot and cold ; 

* That you ne'er saw it — must you own — 
How he has eyes for her alone ? 

At table spends on you no care. 
But sighs close-fetter'd to her chair ? ' 
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' Seht da die Verse, die er schrieb 
Und seine Glut gesteht ' — 

* Gesteht ! ' — * Und sie um Gegenlieb', 

Der freche Bube ! fleht. 
Die gnad'ge Grafin, sanft und weich, 
Aus Mitleid wohl verbarg* sie's Euch ; 
Mich reuet jetzt, dass mir's entfahren, 
Denn, Herr, was habt Ihr zu befahren ? ' 

Da ritt in seines Zoraes Wuth 

Der Graf ins nahe Holz, 
Wo ihm in hoher Oefen Glut 

Die Eisenstufe schmolz. 
Hier nahrten friih und spat den Brand 
Die Knechte mit geschaft'ger Hand : 
Der Funke spriiht, die Balge blasen, 
Als galt'es, Felsen zu verglasen. 

Des Wassers und des Feuers Kraft 

Verbiindet sieht man hier ; 
Das Miihlrad von der Fluth gerafft, 

Umwalzt sich fiir und fur ; 
Die Werke klappem Nacht und Tag, 
Im Takte pocht der Hammer Schlag, 
Und bildsam von den macht^gen Streichen 
Muss selbst das Eisen sich erweichen. 

Und zweien Knechten winket er, 
Bedeutet sie und sagt : 

* Den Ersten den ich sende her, 

Und der auch also fragt : 
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* Look at the verses which he wrote, 

In them his love confessed ' — 

* Confessed ? * * Yea, for return of love, 

The audacious villain pressed. 
The Countess, gentie, mild, 'tis true, 
In pity hid the thing from you ; 
I rue that it from me escaped, 
For how must now your course be shaped ? ' 

Then in a fury rode the Count 

Unto the wood hard by. 
Where they, to smelt the iron ore, 

The roaring furnace ply. 
Here late and early is the brand 
By workmen fed with busy hand. 
Sparks upwards fly, and bellows blow, 
As if the5r'd melt rocks with their glow ! 

The power of fire and water both 

Combined here one may see, 
The mill-wheel by the stream impelFd 

Rolls on unceasingly. 
There's clamour day and night alike. 
In measured time the hammers strike. 
Welded beneath their mighty blows 
To form the soften'd iron grows. 

He to two workmen signs and speaks. 
Enjoins them thus to do : 

* The first man whom I hither send 

And who thus questions you : 
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" Habt ihr befolgt des Herren Wort ? '' 
Den werft mir in die Holle dort, 
Dass er zu Asche gleich vergehe, 
Und ihn mein Aug* nicht weiter sehe ! ' 

Dess freut sich das entmenschte Paar 

Mit roher Henkerslust, 
Denn fiihlloss, wie das Eisen, war 

Das Herz in ihrer Brust. 
Und frischer mit der Balge Hauch 
Erhitzen sie des Ofens Bauch, 
Und schicken sich mit Mordverlangen 
Das Todesopfer zu empfangen. 

Drauf Robert zum Gesellen spricht 
Mit falschem Heuchelschein : 

* Frisch auf, Gesell, und saume nicht, 

Der Herr begehret dein.* 
Der Herr, Der spricht zu Fridolin : 

* Musst gleich zum Eisenhammer hin, 
Und frage mir die Knechte dorten, 
Ob sie gethan nach meinen Worten ? ' 

Und Jener spricht : * Es soil geschehn ! ' 

Und macht sich flugs bereit ; 
Doch sinnend bleibt er plotzlich stehn : 

* Ob sie mir nichts gebeut ? ' 
Und vor die Grafin stellt er sich : 

* Hinaus zum Hammer schickt man mich ; 
So sag*, was kann ich dir verrichten ? 
Denn dir gehoren meine Pflichten.* 
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" Have you fulfilled your lord's desire?" 
Him throw into the hellish fire, 
That he to ashes burnt may be, 
And so him I no more may see.' 

At this rejoice the inhuman pair 

With the fierce hangman's zest ; 
Unfeeling as the iron was 

The heart within their breast. 
Now with the bellows' breath they blow 
To stir afresh the furnace-glow. 
And then with murderous longing there 
Their victim to receive prepare. 

Now Robert to his comrade speaks 

With base hypocrisy : 
' Cheer up, my lad, make no delay. 

Thy lord has need of thee.' 
His lord to FridoHn says : * Ho ! 
You to the forge at once must go, 
And there the workmen you must ask 
If they've perform'd their order'd task.' 

The Page replies : * It shall be done,' — 

And hastes to take his way. 
But sudden stops and thinks : * On me 

Some errand she may lay.' 
So he unto the Countess went. 
And said : * I to the forge am sent. 
Then say : what for you can I do. 
For I my duty owe to you ?' 
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Darauf die Dame von Savern 
Versetzt mit sanftem Ton : 
' Die heiPge Messe hort* ich gem ; 
Doch liegt mir krank der Sohn ! 
So gehe denn, mein Kind, und sprich 
In Andacht ein Gebet fiir mich, 
Und denkst du reuig deiner Siinden, 
So lass' auch mich die Gnade finden.' 

Und froh der viel willkommen Pflicht, 

Macht er im Flug sich auf, 
Hat noch des Dorfes Ende nicht 

Erreicht im schnellen Lauf, 
Da tont ihm von dem Glockenstrang 
Hellschlagend des Gelautes Klang, 
Das alle Sunder, hochbegnadet, 
Zum Sacramente festlich ladet. 

* Dem lieben Gotte weich' nicht aus, 

Find'st du ihn auf dem Weg ! * — 
Er spricht's und tritt ins Gotteshaus, 

Kein Laut ist hier noch reg' : 
Denn um die Emte war's, und heiss 
Im Felde gliiht' der Schnitter Fleiss. 
Kein Chorgehulfe war erschienen, 
Die Messe kundig zu bedienen. 

Entschlossen ist er alsobald 
Und macht den Sacristan ; 

* Das,* spricht er, *ist kein Aufenthalt, 

Was fordert himmelan.' 
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To this the Lady of Savem 
In gentle tones replies : 

* The mass I fain would hear, — alas ! 

My son in sickness lies : 
So go thou then, my child, and pray 
For me devoutly as you may ; 
While you of your own sins repent. 
May grace to me be also sent ! * 

The welcome duty gives him joy, 

He hastes his road to wend, 
Yet had not in his rapid course 

Attained the hamlef s end, — 
When clearly sounding on his ears 
The tinkling of the bell he hears. 
Which pardoned sinners all invites 
To join in sacramental rites. 

' Shun thou not the good God if thou 

Him on thy way hast found ! ' 
God's house he enters as he speaks, — 

There's here as yet no sound ; 
Tis harvest time, 'neath the hot sky 
Their toil the busy reapers ply, 
There's no one on the priest to wait, 
And help the mass to celebrate. 

Quick he resolves his services 
As Sacristan to lend ; 

* There needs, ' says he, * be no demur 

In what does heavenwards tend. ' 
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Die Stola und das Cingulum 
Hingt er dem Priester dienend um, 
Bereitet hurtig die Gefasse, 
Geheiliget zum Dienst der Messe. 

Und als er Dies mit Fleiss gethan, 

Tritt er als Ministrant 
Dem Priester zum Altar voran, 

Das Messbuch in der Hand, 
Und knieet rechts und knieet links 
Und ist gewartig jedes Winks, 
Und als des Sanctus Worte kamen, 
Da schellt er dreimal bei dem Namen. 

Drauf, als der Priester fromm sich neigt, 

Und, zum Altar gewandt. 
Den Gott, den gegenwart*gen, zeigt 

In hocherhabener Hand, 
Da kiindet es der Sacristan 
Mit hellem Glocklein klingend an, 
Und Alles kniet und schlagt die Briiste, 
Sich fromm bekreuzend vor dem Christe. 

« 

So iibt er Jedes piinktlich aus 

Mit schnellgewandten Sinn : 
Was Branch ist in dem Gotteshaus, 

Er hat es alles inn* 
Und wird nicht miide bis zum Schluss, 
Bis beim Vobiscum Dominus 
Der Priester zur Gemein* sich wendet, 
Die heiFge Handlung segnend endet 
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The Cingulum and Stola he 
Upon the priest hangs reverently ; 
And next the vessels to prepare — 
Devoted to the mass — takes care. 

And, when with zeal all this was done, 

He walks as ministrand 
Unto the altar *fore the priest, 

The mass-book in his hand. 
He kneels to left, he kneels to right. 
And every signal keeps in sight ; 
When the words of the Sanctus came 
The bell he rang thrice at the name. 

When bowing reverently the priest 

Fronting the altar stands. 
And shows the God, the present God, 

In his uplifted hands, 
The Sacristan then it doth tell 
By ringing the clear tinkling bell ; 
Then kneel they all, their breasts they beat, 
And cross themselves at Jesu's feet. 

And all in order actively 

He to perform is seen. 
For with the customs of God's house 

He has familiar been. 
Nor does he tire of acting thus. 
Till with Vobiscum Dominus 
The priest unto the people bends. 
And blessing them the service ends. 



1 
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Da stellt er Jedes wiedenim 

In Ordnung sauberlich ; 
Erst reinigt er das Heiligthum, 

Und dann entfemt er sich 
Und eilt, in des Gewissens Ruh', 
Den Eisenhiitten heiter zu, 
Spricht unterwegs, die Zahl zu fullen, 
Zwolf Paternoster noch im Stillen. 

Und als er rauchen sieht den Schlot 

Und sieht die Knechte stehn, 
Da ruft er : * Was der Graf gebot, 

Ihr Knechte, ist's geschehn ? ' 
Und grinsend zerren sie den Mund 
Und deuten in des Ofens Schlund : 

* Der ist besorgt und aufgehoben, 
Der Graf wird seine Diener loben.* 

Die Antwort bringt er seinem Herm 

In schnellen Lauf zuriick. 
Als er ihn kommen sieht von fern, 

Kaum traut er seinem Blick : 

* Unglucklicher, wo kommst du her?' — 

* Vom Eisenhammer.' — ' Nimmermehr ! 
So hast du dich im Lauf verspatet ?* — 

* Herr, nur so lang*, bis ich gebetet. 

* Denn, als von Eurem Angesicht 

Ich heute ging, verzeiht ! 
Da fragt* ich erst, nach meiner Pflicht, 
Bei der, die mir gebeut. 
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All things in order now again 

Neat as before he makes, 
The sanctuary he sweeps out, 

And his departure takes. 
And then in haste, with conscience clear. 
Cheerful he to the forge draws near. 
And on the way beneath his breath 
He full twelve Paternosters saith. 

When he the smoking chimney sees, 

And sees the workmen stand. 
Cries he : * My lads, has it been done 

As the Count did command?' 
They with distorted lips and grin 
Point to the furnace-jaw within : 

* Him we have cared for, him weVe seized, 
The master may with us be pleased.' 

This answer back he to his lord 

Carries in rapid flight ; 
Him coming the Count saw from far 

And scarce could trust his sight : 

* Unhappy boy, whence comest thou?' 

* Straight from the forge.' * No, no, I trow ! 
What then thy journey so delay'd ?' 

* But so long, master, till I pray'd. 

* When I to-day your presence left — 

Oh pardon'd may I be — 
Her whom I'm bound to serve I ask'd 
If she'd commands for me. 

G 
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Die Messe, Herr, befahl sie mir 
Zu horen ; gem gehorcht' ich ihr 
Und sprach der Rosenkranze viere 
Fiir Euer Heil und fiir das ihre/ 

In tiefes Staunen sinket hier 
Der Graf, entsetzet sich : 

* Und welche Antwort wurde dir 

Am Eisenhammer ? sprich ! '— 
' Herr, dunkel war der Rede Sinn, 
Zum Ofen wies man lachend hin : 
" Der is besorgt und aufgehoben, 
Der Graf wird seine Diener loben." ' 

' Und Robert ?' fallt der Graf ihm ein, 

Es iiberlauft ihn kalt, 
' Sollt' er dir nicht begegnet seyn ? 

Ich sandt' ihn doch zum Wald.' 

* Herr, nicht im Wald, nicht in der Flur 
Fand ich von Robert eine Spur ' — 

* Nun,' ruft der Graf und steht vemichtet, 

* Gott selbst im Himmel hat gerichtet !' 

Und gutig, wie er nie gepflegt, 

Nimmt er des Dieners Hand, 
Bringt ihn der Gattin, tief bewegt, 

Die nichts davon verstand : 

* Dies Kind, kein Engel ist so rein, 
Lasst's, Eurer Huld empfohlen seyn ! 
Wie schlimm wir auch berathen waren, 
Mit dem ist Gott und seine Schaaren.* 



I 
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She bade me hear the mass, my lord, 
And gladly I obey'd her word. 
And I have told my rosary 
Four times in prayer for her and thee.' 

In deep astonishment the Count 

Here sank down horrified : 
^ And to your question at the forge 

Tell me what was replied ?' 
^ Dark and mysterious words they said, 
And towards the furnace gestures made : 
" Him we have cared for, him have seized, 
The master may with us be pleased." ' 

* And Robert,' then rejoins the Count, 

While cold sweat on him stood, 

* Met he not you upon the way? 

Him sent I to the wood.' 
^ Not in the wood, nor any place 
Did I of Robert find a trace.' 
' Now,' cried the Count, confounded quite, 

* The God of heaven hath judged aright' 

And kindly, as was ne'er his wont. 

He takes his servant's hand, 
And brings him to his spouse, deep moved, 

Who nought did understand. 

* This child — no angel is so pure — 
Be unto him your favour sure ; 
We were deceived by counsel bad, 
God and His hosts are with the lad.' 
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DES MADCHENS KLAGE. 



Der Eichwald brauset, die Wolken ziehn, 
Das Magdlein sitzet an Ufers Griin, 
Es bricht sich die Welle mit Macht, mit Macht, 
Und sie seufzt hinaus in die finstre Nacht, 
Das Au^e von Weinen getriibet. 

* Das Herz ist gestorben, die Welt ist leer, 
Und weiter giebt sie dem Wunsche nichts mehr. 
Du Heilige, rufe dein Kind zuriick, 

Ich habe genossen das irdische Gliick, 
Ich habe gelebt und geliebet ! ' 

* Es rinnet der Thranen vergeblicher Lauf, 
Die Klage, sie wecket die Todten nicht auf ; 
Doch nenne, was trostet und heilet die Brust 
Nach der siissen Liebe verschwundener Lust, 

Ich, die Himmlische, will's nicht versagen.' 

* Lass rinnen der Thranen vergeblichen Lauf ! 
Es wecke die Klage den Todten nicht auf! 
Das siisseste Gliick fur die trauemde Brust 
Nach der schonen Liebe verschwundener Lust 

Sind der Liebe Schmerzen und Klagen.' 
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The clouds rush by, and the oak forests roar, 
The maiden — she sits upon the green shore, 
The billows are breaking with might, with might. 
And her sighs go forth to the dusky night ; 
With weeping bedimm'd is her eye : 

* The world is a void, and dead is my heart, 
Nought more to my wishes this earth can impart, 
Do thou. Holy Virgin, thy child call back, 

For of earthly weal she has had no lack. 
The maiden hath lived and hath loved' 

* Tis in a vain flow that thy tears are shed, 
And thy lament — it awakes not the dead, 

Yet say : What can heal and console thy breast 
With grief for the loss of dear love distressed ? 
From Heaven this I will not refuse.' 

* Ah, although in vain flow my tears be shed, 
Although my lament awake not the dead, 
The sweetest of joys for the mourning breast. 
When with grief for the loss of dear love distressed. 

Are the pangs and laments of love.' 
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{Die Kindesvwrderin.) 
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I. 

Horch ! die Glocken hallen dumpf zusammen, 

Und der Zeiger hat vollbracht den Lauf. 
Nun, so sei's denn ! — Nun, in Gottes Namen ! 

Grabgefahrten, brecht zum Richtplatz auf ! 
Nimm, O Welt, die letzten Abschiedskiisse ! 

Diese Thranen nimm, O Welt, noch bin ! 
Deine Gifte — O, sie schmeckten siisse ! — 

Wir sind quitt, du Herzvergifterin ! 

II. • 

Fahret wohl, ihr Freuden dieser Sonne, 

Gegen schwarzen Moder umgetauscht ! 
Fahre wohl, du Rosenzeit vol! Wonne, 

Die so oft das Madchen lustberauscht ! 
Fahret wohl, ihr goldgewebten Traume, 

Paradieseskinder, Phantasien ! 
Weh ! sie starben schon im Morgenkeinie, 

Ewig nimmer an das Licht zu bliihn. 

III. 
Schon geschmiickt mit rosenrothen Scheifen, 

Deckte mich der Unschuld Schwanenkleid, 
In der blonden Locken loses Schweifen 

Waren junge Rosen eingestreut. 
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I. 

Hark ! the dull-tolling bells proclaim 

That now has struck my hour of doom ; 
On to the scaffold in God's name 

Lead me, companions of the tomb ! 
Take, Earth, these last these parting kisses ! 

And take, O Earth, these tears away ! 
Thy poisons — oh, these tasted blisses — 

Heart-poisoner ! now we're quits for aye. 

II. 

Farewell ! ye bright sun's gladsome rays. 

Soon to be changed for earth's black mould ! 
Farewell ! ye joys of roseate days. 

Which the poor maiden oft cajoled ! 
Farewell ! dreams woven with golden thread, 

Of paradise the fancies bright ! 
Oh ! e'en at morn their buds were dead, 

Never to blossom in the light. 

III. 

Ah then the rose-red bows did deck 

My swan-white robe of purity. 
Blonde locks streamed loosely down my neck 

With rose-buds sprinkled, fair to see. 
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Wehe ! — die Geopferte der HoUe 

Schmiickt noch jetzt das weissliche Gewand ; 
Aber, ach ! — der Rosenschleifen Stelle 

Nahm ein schwarzes Todtenband. 

IV. 

Weinet um mich, die ihr nie gefallen, 

Denen noch der Unschuld Liljen bliihn, 
Denen zu dem weichen Busenwallen 

Heldenstarke die Natur verliehn ! 
Wehe ! — menschlich hat dies Herz empfunden ! 

Und Empfindung soil mein Richtschwert sein ! 
Weh ! vom Arm des falschen Manns umwunden, 

Schlief Luisens Tugend ein. 

V. 

Ach, vielleicht umflattert eine Andre, 

Mein vergessen, dieses Schlangenherz, 
Ueberfliesst, wenn ich zum Grabe wandre. 

An dem Putztisch in verliebten Scherz ! 
Spielt vielleicht mit seines Madchen's Locke, 

Schlingt den Kuss, den sie entgegenbringt, 
Wenn, verspritzt auf diesem Todesblocke, 

Hoch mein Blut vom Rumpfe springt. 

VI. 

Joseph ! Joseph ! auf entfemte Meilen 

Folge dir Luisens Todtenchor, 
Und des Glockenthurmes dumpfes Heulen 

Schlage schrecklich mahnend an dein Ohr — 
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Alas ! — now still helPs victim 's clad 
In white, the white robe of disgrace; 

But, ah ! — death's ribbon black and sad 
Of the red bows hath ta'en the place. 

IV. 

Oh ! weep for me, ye who ne'er fell. 

Ye pure, for whom still lilies flower, 
On whom, emotions wild to quell, 

Nature bestow'd heroic power ! 
This heart felt human passion warm ! 

Through passion came my doom so deep ! 
Encircled by a false man's arm 

Louisa's virtue fell asleep. 

V. 

Perhaps, while to my grave I walk. 

Another he beguiles with art. 
Flutters round her with amorous talk. 

Forgetting me, — this serpent-heart ! 
And haply with her locks he plays. 

Gives kiss for kiss, and sigh for sigh. 
Whilst at the block the blood in sprays 

Spouts from my headless corse on high. 

VI. 

Joseph ! as mile on mile you roll. 
May you Louisa's death-chant hear. 

And may the beirs dull-clanging toll 
Sound dreadful warning in your ear — 
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Wenn von eines Madchens weichem Munde 
Dir der Liebe sanft Gelispel quillt, 

Bohr* es plotzlich eine HoUenwunde 
In der Wollust Rosenbild. 



Ha, Verrather ! nicht Luisens Schmerzen? 

Nicht des Weibes Schande, barter Mann ? 
Nicht das Knablein unter meinem Herzen ? 

Nicht was LoV und Tiger schmelzen kann? 
Seine Segel fliegen stolz vom Lande ! 

Meine Augen zittern dunkel nach; 
Urn die Madchen an der Seine Strande 

Winselt er sein falsches Ach ! 



Und das Kindlein — in der Mutter Schoosse 

Lag es da in siisser goldner Rub, 
In dem Reiz der jungen Morgenrose 

Lachte mir der holde Kleine zu — 
Todtlichlieblich sprach aus alien Ziigen 

Sein geliebtes iheures Bild mich an. 
Den beklommnen Mutterbusen wiegen 

Liebe und — Verzweiflungswahn. 



Weib, wo ist mein Vateri" lallte 

Seiner Unscbuld stuifcne Donnersprach' ; 
Weib, wo ist deln Gatte ?' halite 

Jeder Winkel meines Herzens nach — 
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From maiden's soft lips if to you 

Love's gently whispered words have pass'd, 
Oh, may a hell-sped wound pierce through 

And pleasure's rosy image blast 

VII. 

Ha, traitor ! could Louisa's woes, 

Her unborn babe, her fame undone — 
They e'en wild beasts would melt — could those 

Not melt your heart, O cruel one ? 
He proudly sails from forth the land, 

While I gaze trembling with dimm'd eyes, 
And to fair maidens on Seine's strand 

He whines his false deluding sighs ! 

VIII. 

And, at its mother's breast, the child 

Lay sunk in golden sweet repose. 
The little one look'd up, and smiled 

As bright as morning's early rose. 
Death-like yet lovely, its dear form 

In all its features me address'd ; 
Of love — and mad despair the storm 

Rock'd its poor wretched mother's breast. 

IX. 

In its mute guiltless thunder-cry 

It lisp'd : Where is my father ? where ? 

Where is thy husband ? where ? reply ! 
Echoed from my heart's inmost lair. 
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Weh ! umsonst wirst, Waise, du ihn suchen, 
Der vielleicht schon andre Kinder herzt, 

Wirst der Stunde unsres Gliickes fluchen, 
Wenn dich einst der Name Bastard schwarzt. 

X. 

Deine Mutter — O, im Busen HoUe ! 

Einsam sitzt sie in dem All der Welt, 
Durstet ewig an der Freudenquelle, 

Die dein Anblick fiirchterlich vergallt. 
Ach, mit jedem Laut von dir erklingen 

Schmerzgefiihle des vergangnen Gliicks, 
Und des Todes bittre Pfeile dringen 

Aus dem Lacheln deines Kinderblicks. 

XI. 

Holle, holle, wo ich dich vermisse, 

Holle, wo mein Auge dich erblickt ! 
Eumenidenruthen deine Kiisse, 

Die von seinen Lippen mich entziickt ! 
Seine Eide donnem aus dem Grabe wieder, 

Ewig, ewig wiirgt sein Meineid fort, 
Ewig — hier umstrickte mich die Hyder — 

Und vollendet war der Mord. 

XII. 

Joseph ! Joseph ! auf entfernte Meilen 
Jage dir der grimme Schatten nach, 

Mog' mit kalten Armen dich ereilen, 
Donnre dich aus Wonnetraumen wach ; 
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Orphan, him vainly seek you may, 
Whose love may other children claim, 

Thou'lt of our fortune curse the day 
When blackens thee a bastard's name. 

X. 

Thy mother — oh ! her heart's a hell — 

Sits desolate in this world's All, 
Aye thirsts for of those joys the well 

Which sight of thee now turns to gall. 
Sad feelings of joys pass'd away 

Are sounding with thine every cry, 
Smiles on thy infant face that play 

As bitter shafts of death forth fly. 

XI. 

'Tis hell, 'tis hell if thee I miss, 

'Tis hell when rests mine eye on thee. 
Like Furies' rods thy every kiss — 

Which from his lips enraptured me. 
Thunder his vows from out their grave, 

For aye me goads his perjury, 
For aye — here reason flies — I rave — 

Done is the murder — done by me. 

XII. 

Joseph ! the grim shade, as you fly. 
Hunt you for leagues, and you o'ertake 

With its cold arms, — its thunder-cry 
From dreams of pleasure you awake ! 

H 
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Im Geflimmer sanfter Sterne zucke 
Dir des Kindes grosser Sterbeblick ; 

Es begegne dir im blut'gen Schmucke, 
Geissle dich vom Paradies zuriick. 

XIII. 

Seht ! da lag's entseelt zu meinen Fiissen — 

Kalt hinstarrend, mit verwormem Sinn 
Sah ich seines Blutes Strome fliessen, 

Und mein Leben floss mit ihm dahin ! — 
Schrecklich pocht schon des Gerichtes Bote, 

Shrecklicher mein Herz ! 
Freudig eiF ich, in dem kalten Tode 

Auszuloschen meinen Fiammenschmerz. 

XIV. 

Joseph ! Gott im Himmel kann verzeihen, 

Dir verzeiht die Siinderin. 
Meinen GroU will ich der Erde weihen, 

Schlage, Flamme, durch den Holzstoss hin !- 
Gliicklich ! Gliicklich ! Seine Briefe lodem, 

Seine Eide frisst ein siegend Feu'r, 
Seine Kiisse ! wie sie hochauf Ipdem ! — 

Was auf Erden war mir einst so theu'r ? 

XV. 

Trauet nicht den Rosen eurer Jugend, 
Trauet, Schwestern, Mannerschwiiren nie ! 

Schonheit war die Falle meiner Tugend, 
Auf der Richstatt hier verfluch' ich sie ! — 
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'Midst mild stars' glimmer may you see — 
Appaird — the infant's ghastly stare, 

May't meet you — deck'd so bloodily — 
From paradise you back to scare. 



XIII. 

Lifeless there at my feet it lay, 

All cold and stiff — distraught I view 
In streams its life-blood ebb away, 

Along with it ebb'd my life too. — 
They come — I hear the summons dire — 

Within my heart 'tis direr still — 
With joy I haste my torturing fire 

To extinguish in death's icy chill. 

XIV. 

Joseph ! from heaven there may be found 

Mercy — the sinner pardons thee, 
Rancour I bury in the ground. — 

Flame, blaze up through the wood — Ah, see 
'Tis done ! his letters burning lie, 

Devour'd by fire his vows shall be. 
His kisses — how they blaze on high, 

What once on earth so dear to me ? 

XV. 

Youth's roses trust ye not at all. 
Ne'er, sisters, trust of man the vow ! 

'Twas beauty caused my virtue's fall, 
I on the scaffold curse it now. 
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Zahren ? Zahren in des Wiirger's Blicken ? 

Schnell die Binde um mein Angesicht ! 
Henker, kannst du keine Lilje knicken ? 

Bleicher Henker, zittre nicht ! 
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A tear the murderer's cheek bedews ? 

Quick bind my eyes — now ends my lot — 
Headsman, canst thou no lily bruise ? 

Pale headsman, strike, and tremble not ! 



THE CRANES OF IBYCUS. 
{Die Kraniche des Ibykus!) 



DIE KRANICHE DES IBYKUS. 
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Ballade, 



I. 

Zum Kampf der Wagen und Gesange, 
Der auf Korinthus' Landesenge 
Der Griechen Stamme froh vereint, 
Zog Ibykus, der Gotterfreund. 
Ihm schenkte des Gesanges Gabe, 
Der Lieder siissen Mund ApoU ; 
So wandert' er, an leichtem Stabe, 
Aus Rhegium, des Gottes voll. 

II. 

Schon winkt auf hohem Bergesriicken 
Akrokorinth des Wandrers Blicken, 
Und in Poseidons Fichtenhain 
Tritt er mit frommem Schauder ein. 
Nichts regt sich um ihn her, nur Schwarme 
Von Kranichen begleiten ihn, 
Die fernhin nach des Siidens Warme 
In graulichem Gesch wader ziehn. 
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A Ballad, 



I. 

To the Chariot-Lists, and Lists of Song 
On Corinth's Isthmus held for long, 
Where Grecian tribes with joy attend, 
Sped Ibycus, of gods the friend. 
The gift of song and voice so sweet 
To grant him Phoebus had seen meet, 
So on he strode, — in hand light rod, — 
From Rhegium, grateful to the god. 

II. 

Now Acro-Corinth's rocky height 
Has risen upon the wanderer's sight ; 
And next with reverential dread 
Poseidon's pine-grove he doth thread. 
Nought stirs, save as his way he's wending 
A swarm of cranes his march attending ; 
To the far south for warmth they hie, 
And in a dusky squadron fly. 
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III. 

* Seid mir gegriisst, befreundte Schaaren ! 
Die mir zur See Begleiter waren, 

Zum guten Zeichen nehm' ich euch, 

Mein Loos, es ist dem euren gleich. 

Von fernher kommen wir gezogen 

Und flehen um ein wirthlich Dach — 

Sei uns der Gastliche gewogen, 

Der von dem Fremdling wehrt die Schmach ! ' 

IV. 

Und munter fordert er die Schritte, 
Und sieht sich in des Waldes Mitte ; 
Da sperren auf gedrangem Steg 
Zwei Morder plotzlich seinen Weg. 
Zum Kampfe muss er sich bereiten, 
Doch bald ermattet sinkt die Hand ; 
Sie hat der Leier zarte Saiten, 
Doch nie des Bogens Kraft gespannt 

V. 

Er ruft die Menschen an, die Gotter, 
Sein Flehen dringt zu keinem Retter ; 
Wie weit er auch die Stimme schickt, 
Nichts Lebendes wird hier erblickt 

* So muss ich hier verlassen sterben, 
Auf fremdem Boden, unbeweint, 
Durch boser Buben Hand verderben, 
Wo auch kein Racher mir erscheint ! ' 



I 
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III. 

' Be welcome, friendly band, to me — 
Companions as we cross'd the sea ! 
You I regard as a good sign. 
Your destination is like mine ! 
From far we're onward lured in quest 
Of some kind sheltering place of rest. 
Oh, may we find some host to yield 
The stranger 'gainst abuse a shield ! ' 

IV. 

Advancing thus in cheerful mood 
He reached the middle of the wood, 
When, sudden on the narrow way 
Two murderers his progress stay ; 
He must prepare 'gainst foes to stand, 
But soon exhausted drops his hand, 
Soft lyre-strings it to stretch did know. 
But ne'er had strung the powerful bow. 

V. 

Though gods and men he did beseech. 
No rescuer his prayers could reach ; 
Though loud and far his cries resound, 
Naught living here is to be found : 
* Then must I here forsaken die ? — 
Unwept in land of strangers lie ? 
By villains done to death — while here 
None to avenge my fate appear ? ' 
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VI. 

Und schwer getroffen sinkt er nieder. 
Da rauscht der Kraniche Gefieder ; 
Er hort, schon kann er mehr nicht sehn, 
Die nahen Stimmen furchtbar krahn. 

* Von euch,' ihr Kraniche dort oben, 
Wenn keine andre Stimme spricht, 
Sei meines Mordes Klag* erhoben ! ' 
Er ruft es, und sein Auge bricht. 

VII. 

Der nackte Leichnam wird gefunden, 
Und bald, obgleich entstellt von Wunden, 
Erkennt der Gastfreund in Korinth 
Die Ziige, die ihm theuer sind : 

* Und muss ich so dich wiederfinden, 
Und hoffte mit der Fichte Kranz 
Des Sangers Schlafe zu umwinden, 
Bestrahlt von seines Ruhmes Glanz ! ' 

VIII. 

Und jammernd horen's alle Gaste, 
Versammelt bei Poseidons Feste, 
Ganz Griechenland ergreift der Schmerz, 
Verloren hat ihn jedes Herz ; 
Und stiirmend drangt sich zum Prytanen 
Das Volk, es fordert seine Wuth, 
Zu rachen des Erschlagnen Manen, 
Zu siihnen mit des Morders Blut. 
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VI. 

And, wounded sorely, down to die 
He sinks — the flights of cranes rush by ; 
Though naught he sees, yet he can hear 
Their dreadful croak nigh to his ear : 

* By you, ye cranes, on high that sail. 
Although none other tell the tale. 

My murder's plaint be raised ' — thus cries 
The youthful Ibycus — and dies. 

VII. 

And there his naked corse was found, 
By wounds disfigured, on the ground. 
Yet soon the features dearly prized 
His friend in Corinth recognised : 

* And thee must I again so find. 
Around whose minstrel brows entwined 
I hoped the wreath of pine to see, 
Emblem of fame and victory ? ' 

VIII. 

The news the crowd hears with regret 
Assembled at Poseidon's f§te ; 
These to all Greece a pang impart, 
His loss is felt by every heart. 
Then rush unto the Prytanes, 
Storming with rage the populace : 

* Revenge his manes,' loud they cry, 

* With murderer's blood them pacify ! ' 
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IX. 

Doch wo die Spur, die aus der Menge, 
Der Volker fluthendem Gedrange, 
Gelocket von der Spiele Pracht, 
Den schwarzen Thater kenntlich macht ? 
Sind's Rauber, die ihn feig erschlagen ? 
That's neidisch ein verborgner Feind ? 
Nur Helios vermag's zu sagen, 
Der alles Irdische bescheint. 

X. 

Er geht vielleicht mit frechem Schritte 
Jetzt eben durch der Griechen Mitte, 
Und wahrend ihn die Rache sucht, 
Geniesst er seines Frevels Fnicht 
Auf ihres eignen Tempels Schwelle 
Trotzt er vielleicht den Gottem, raengt 
Sich dreist in jene Menschenwelle, 
Die dort sich zum Theater drangt. 

XI. 

Denn Bank an Bank gedranget sitzen, 
Es brechen fast der Biihne Stiitzen, 
Herbeigestromt von fern und nah, 
Der Griechen Volker wartend da. 
Dumpfbrausend wie des Meeres Wogen, 
Von Menschen wimmelnd, wachst der Bau 
In weiter stets geschweiften Bogen 
Hinauf bis in des Hiramels Blau. 



THE CRANES OF IB YC US, 127 



IX. 

But where, amid the press and throng 
Of tribes that stream in crowds along, 
Seeking in those grand games a place, 
Of the black villain find a trace ? 
Was 't done by coward robbers' band ? 
Or envious secret foeman's hand ? 
Helios alone the tale can tell, 
Who shines o'er all on earth that dwell. 

X. 

Perhaps e'en now audaciously 
Amidst the assembled Greeks stalks he ; 
While hot is vengeance in pursuit 
He of his crime enjoys the fruit ; 
E'en on the threshold of their fane 
The gods mayhap treats with disdain, 
And boldly joins the crowds that throng 
Unto the theatre along. 

XI. 

On crowded benches seated there — 
The galleries the props scarce bear — 
Together drawn from near and far 
The Grecian nations waiting are. 
From swarming crowds a hollow roar. 
As of the waves that lash the shore, 
The building fills, which rises high. 
Its curved tiers sloping to the sky. 
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XIL 

Wer zahlt die Volker, nennt die Namen, 
Die gastlich hier zusammenkamen ? 
Von Theseus' Stadt, von Aulis' Strand, 
Von Phocis, vom Spartanerland, 
Von Asiens entleger Kiiste, 
Von alien Inseln kamen sie, 
Und horchen von dera Schaugeriiste 
Des Chores grauser Melodie, 

XIII. 

Der streng und emst, nach alter Sitte, 
Mit langsam abgemess'nem Schritte 
Hervortritt aus dem Hintergrund, 
Umwandelnd des Theaters Rund. 
So schreiten keine ird'schen Weiber, 
Die zeugete kein sterblich Haus ! 
Es steigt das Riesenmass der Leiber 
Hoch iiber menschliches hinaus. 

XIV. 

Ein schwarzer Mantel schlagt die Lenden ; 
Sie schwingen in entfleischten Handen 
Der Fackel diisterrothe Gluth, 
In ihren Wangen fliesst kein Blut ; 
Und wo die Haare lieblich flattern, 
Um Menschenstimen freundlich wehn, 
Da sieht man Schlangen hier und Nattem 
Die giftgeschwollnen Bauche blahn. 
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XII. 

The nations who can count or name 
That to the games guests hither came? 
From Theseus' city, Aulis' strand, 
From Phocis, from the Spartans' land, 
From Asia's distant coasts, from all 
The islands to the festival — 
They on this stage the dread song hear 
That's chanted by the choir austere ; 

XIII. 

According to old custom they 
With steps slow, measured take their way, 
And, issuing forth from the background. 
Make of the theatre the round. 
Like them no earthly women tread. 
They of no mortal race are bred. 
High 'bove the human stature rise 
Their bodies of gigantic size. 

XIV. 

Black mantles round their loins they wear. 
And in their fleshless hands they bear 
Torches that cast a lurid glow, — 
Upon their cheeks no blood does flow ; 
And where round human brows the hair 
In love-locks flutters in the air. 
There snakes and vipers in turmoil 
Their poison-swollen bodies coil. 
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XV. 

Und schauerlich, gedreht in Kreise, 
Beginnen sie des Hymnus Weise, 
Der durch das Herz zerreissend dringt, 
Die Bande um den Sunder schlingt. 
Besinnungraubend, herzbethorend 
Schallt der Erinnyen Gesang, 
Er schallt, des Horers Mark verzehrend, 
Und duldet nicht der Leier Klang : 

XVI. 

* Wohl dem der frei von Schuld und Fehle 
Bewahrt die kindlich reine Seele ! 

Ihm diirfen wir nicht rachend nahn, 
Er wandelt frei des Lebens Bahn. 
Doch wehe, wehe, wer verstohlen 
Des Mordes schwere That voUbracht ; 
Wir heften uns an seine Sohlen, 
Das furchtbare Geschlecht der Nacht. 

XVII. 

* Und glaubt er fliehend zu entspringen, 
Gefliigelt sind wir da, die Schlingen 
Ihm werfend um den fliicht'gen Fuss, 
Dass er zu Boden fallen muss. 

So jagen wir ihn, ohn' Ermatten, 
Versohnen kann uns keine Reu', 
Ihn fort und fort bis zu den Schatten 
Und geben ihn auch dort nicht frei.' 
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XV. 

And moving in a circle they 
With horrid tones begin a lay, 
Which rends and pierces as with dart 
And bonds twines round the sinner's heart. 
Appalling is the Furies' lay, 
The listener's sense it steals away. 
Consumes his marrow — by its sound 
The music of the lyre is drown'd : 

XVI. 

* Well, well for him from crime that's free, 
Whose childlike soul is purity, 

Him we Avengers come not near. 
His path in life is free and clear. 
To him woe, who, the guilty one. 
Has secret and foul murder done; 
We fasten closely on his flight, 
We, dreadful offspring of the night. 

XVII. 

* Thinks he by flight escape he may. 
Then take we wing without delay. 
Our snares his flying foot around 

We cast, and dash him to the ground. 
We never tiring him pursue, 
Us to appease avails no rue. 
On, on e'en to the shades below, 
But even there not free he'll go.' 
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XVIIL 

So singend, tanzen sie den Reigen, 
Und Stille, wie des Todes Schweigen, 
Liegt iiberm ganzen Hause schwer 
Als ob die Gottheit nahe war*. 
Und feierlich, nach alter Sitte, 
Uniwandelnd des Theaters Rund, 
Mit langsam abgemess'nem Schritte 
Verschwinden sie im Hintergrund. 

Und zwischen Trug und Wahrheit schwebet 
Noch zweifelnd jede Brust und bebet 
Und huldiget der furchtbam Macht, 
Die richtend ira Verborgnen wacht. 
Die unerforschlich, unergriindet 
Des Schicksals dunkeln Knauel flicht, 
Dem tiefen Herzen sich verkiindet, 
Doch fliehet vor dem Sonnenlicht. 

XX. 

Da hort man auf den hochsten Stufen 

Auf einmal eine Stimme rufen : 

* Sieh* da, sieh' da, Timotheus, 

Die Kraniche des Ibykus ! ' — 

Und finster plotzlich wird der Himmel, 

Und iiber dem Theater hin 

Sieht man in schwarzlichem Gewimmel 

Ein Kranichheer voriiberziehn. 
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XVIII. 

Singing, a circling dance they tread, 
Silence, the silence of the dead 
O'er the whole house doth heavy lie, 
As if the godhead's self were nigh ; 
And round the theatre then they 
Take solemnly their wonted way, 
A slow and measured course pursue 
Till in the background lost to view. 

XIX. 

And 'twixt deceit and truth each breast 
Quakes wavering, and, by doubt opprest. 
Does homage to that fearful might. 
Which watches hid to judge aright, 
Unfathom'd, and inscrutably 
Twining dark skeins of destiny ; 
Which to the heart's depths finds its way. 
Yet flies before the light of day. 

XX. 

Then all at once the audience hear 
A voice cry from the highest tier : 
* Look there, look there, Timothiius ! 
Behold the Cranes of Ibycus ! ' 
The sky grows clouded suddenly, 
Above the theatre they see 
In a black swarm, as on they fly, 
A host of cranes all passing by. 
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XXL 

* Des Ibykus V — Der tbeuie Name 
Riihrt jede Bnist mit neuem Grame, 
Und wie im Meere Well' auf Well', 

So laaifs von Mund za Munde schnell : 

* Des Ibykus, den wir beweinen. 
Den eine Morderhand erschlug ! 

Was ist's mit dem ? was kann er meinen ? 
Was isfs mit diesem Kianichzug?' 

XXII. 

Und lauter immer wird die Frage, 
Und ahnend fliegt's mit Blitzesschlage 
Durch alle Herzen : * Gebet Acht, 
Das ist der Eumeniden Macht ! 
Der fromme Dichter wird gerochen, 
Der Morder bietet selbst sich dar ! — 
Ergreift ihn, der das Wort gesprochen, 
Und ihn, an den's gerichtet war ! ' 

XXIII. 

Doch dem war kaum das Wort entfahren, 
Mocht' er's im Busen gem bewahren ; 
Umsonst ! Der schreckenbleiche Mund 
Macht schnell die Schuldbewussten kund. 
Man reisst und schleppt sie vor den Richter, 
Die Scene wird zum Tribunal, 
Und es gestehn die Bosewichter, 
Getroffen von der Rache Strahl. 
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' Of Ibycus ?' — that name so dear 
Wakes in each heart fresh grief sincere ; 
As on the sea wave wave sudceeds, 
From mouth to mouth it fast proceeds : 
* Of Ibycus ? whom murderers slew, 
Whom we bewail with sorrow true ; 
What means that man ? what can it be ? 
What in the flight of cranes sees he?' 

XXII. 

The question loud and louder grows, 
And through all hearts suspicion flows 
As with a lightning stroke : * Take heed ! 
The Furies' might this is indeed, 
Vengeance has for the bard been paid, 
The murderer is self-betray'd ; 
Seize him, who has the words expressed. 
Him, too, to whom they were addressed.' 

XXIII. 

Yet scarce he'd spoken when he'd fain 
His words he could draw back again. 
But all in vain ! — lips paled with fear 
The consciousness of guilt make clear. 
They're dragg'd before the judge, the scene 
Into the court then changed has been, 
Confession there the villains spoke 
'Neath the Avengers' lightning stroke. 
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1. 

Er stand auf seines Daches Zinnen, 
Er schaute mit vergniigten Sinnen 
Auf das beherrschte Samos hin. 

* Dies Alles ist mir unterthanig/ 
Begann er zu Aegyptens Konig, 

' Gestehe, dass ich gliicklich bin.* 

II. 

* Du hast der Gotter Gunst erfahren ! 
Die vormals deines Gleichen waren, 
Sie zwingt jetzt deines Scepters Macht 
Doch Einer lebt noch, sie zu rachen ; 

Dich kann mein Mund nich gliicklich sprechen, 
So lang des Feindes Auge wacht.' — 

III. 

Und eh* der Konig noch geendet, 
Da stellt sich, von Milet gesendet, 
Ein Bote dem Tyrannen dar : 
' Lass, Herr, des Opfers Diifte steigen, 
Und mit des Lorbeers muntern Zweigen 
Bekranze dir dein festlich Haar ! 
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I. 

As on his battlements he stood, 
And with delighted feelings viewed 
Samos, which own'd his rule, 
'AH this to me is subjected,' 
He to the King of Egypt said, 

* Confess, my cup is full I ' 

II. 

* Truly the gods have favoured thee ! 
Those, whom once equals thou didst see, 

Bend 'neath thy sceptre^s power ; 
Yet a foe lives, who avenge them may, 
Nor can I that thou'rt happy say 

While his eyes on thee lour.' 

III. 

But scarce the King his speech had done. 
When to the Tyrant there comes one 
Straight from Miletus sped : 

* Let incense from the altar rise. 
And with a laurel wreath, ' he cries, 

* Be crown'd thy festal head ! 
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IV. 

' Getroffen sank dein Feind vom Speere, 
Mich sendet mit der frohen Mahre 
Dein treuer Feldherr Polydor* — 
Und nimmt aus einem schwarzen Becken, 
Noch blutig, zu der Beiden Schrecken, 
Ein wohlbekanntes Haupt hervor. 

V. 

Der Konig tritt zuriick mit Grauen. 

* Doch warn' ich dich, dem Gliick zu trauen, * 
Versetzt er mit besorgten Blick. 

* Bedenk', auf ungetreuen Wellen — 

Wie leicht kann sie der Sturm zerschellen — 
Schwimmt deiner Flotte zweifelnd Gliick.' 

VI. 

Und eh' er noch das Wort gesprochen, 
Hat ihn der Jubel unterbrochen, 
Der von der Rhede jauchzend schallt. 
Mit fremden Schatzen reich beladen, 
Kehrt zu den heimischen Gestaden 
Der Schiffe mastenreicher Wald. 

VII. 

Der konigliche Gast erstaunet : 

* Dein Gliick ist heute gut gelaunet, 
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IV. 

* Thy foe beneath a spear-stroke fell, 
I'm hither sent the tale to tell 

By faithful Polydore'— 
Then, to the horror of the two, 
From a black vessel forth he drew 

A well-known head — all gore. 

V. 

Back starts the King with horror struck : 

* I'd warn thee not to trust thy luck, * 

He anxiously repeats, 
' Think how the treacherous waves can be 
Lash'd into fury easily. 

How then are safe thy fleets?* 

VI. 

But even while these words he spoke 
On him shouts of rejoicing broke. 

Which from the roadstead roar ; 
With foreign stores ships laden high — 
Of masts a forest meets the eye — 

Have reach'd their native shore. 

VII. 

The royal guest astonish'd stared ; 

* Luck has for thee to-day declared. 
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Doch fiirchte seinen Unbestand. 
Der Kreter waffenkund'ge Schaaren 
Bedrauen dich mit Kriegsgefahren ; 
Schon nahe sind sie diesem Strand. ' 

VIII. 

Und eh' ihm noch das Wort entfallen, 
Da sieht man's von dem Schiffen wallen, 
Und tausend Stimmen rufen : ' Sieg ! 
Von Feindesnoth sind wir befreiet, 
Die Kreter hat der Sturm zerstreuet, 
Vorbei, geendet ist der Krieg!' 

IX. 

Das hort der Gastfreund mit Entsetzen. 
' Fiirwahr, ich muss dich gliicklich schatzen 
Doch/ spricht er, * zittr' ich fiir dein Heil. 
Mir grauet vor der Gotter Neide ; 
Des Lebens ungemischte Freude 
Ward keinem Irdischen zu Theil. 

X. 

' Auch mir ist alles wohl gerathen 
Bei alien meinen Herrscherthaten 
Begleitet mich des Himmels Huld ; 
Doch hatt' ich einen theuren Erben, 
Den nahm mir Gott, ich sah ihn sterben, 
Dem Gluck bezahlt' ich meine Schuld. 
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Its fickleness yet fear ! 
By the arm*d hosts of Crete art thou 
With danger threatened, — even now 

They to this coast are near/ 

VIII. 

While he is speaking there appears 
Commotion *mongst the ships \ — one hears 

Loud shouts of * Victory ! 
Dispersed by storms the Cretans are, 
And past and ended is the war. 

From danger we're set free. ' 

IX. 

Amazed these tidings hears the guest : 

* Though thou must lucky be confessed, 

Yet quake I for thy weal. 
Envy I dread of gods in heaven, 
For ne'er to earth-bom men 'twas given 

Unmingled joy to feel. 

X. 

* To me, too, counsel wise was lent, 
I prospered in my government. 

Heaven's favour with me stay'd. 
But yet my heir, light of my eye, 
God took away, I saw him die, 

To luck my debt I paid. 
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XI. 

* Drum willst du dich vor Leid bewahren, 
So flehe zu den Unsichtbaren, 

Dass sie zum Gliick den Schmerz verleihn. 
Noch keinen sah ich frohlich enden, 
Auf den mit immer voUen Handen 
Die Gotter ihre Gaben streun. 

XII. 

* Und wenn's die Gotter nicht gewahren, 
So acht' auf eines Freundes Lehren 
Und nife selbst das Ungliick her ; 
Und was von alien deinen Schatzen 
Dein Herz am hochsten mag ergotzen, 
Das nimm und wirf's in dieses Meer!' 

XIII. 

Und jener spricht, von Furcht beweget : 
' Von allem, was die Insel heget, 
1st dieser Ring mein hochstes Gut. 
Ihn will ich den Erinnyen weihen, 
Ob sie mein Gliick mir dann verzeihen/ 
Und wirft das Kleinod in die Fluth. 

XIV. 

Und bei des nachsten Morgens Lichte — 
Da tritt mit frohlichem Gesichte 



} 
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XI. 

'- If sorrow thou wouldst keep away, 
To the Invisibles then pray 

Thy luck to mix with woe ; 
To none a gladsome end has been 
On whom with full hands I have seen 

The gods their gifts bestow. 

XII. 

* If Heaven in this no help will lend, 
Respect the teaching of a friend, 

111 for thyself provide ! 
Of treasures, that which in thy sight 
Most precious is, gives most delight, 

Take, throw into the tide ! ' 

XIII. 

Aft righted, he says answering : 

* Of all this island holds, this ring 

Most valued is by me ; 
I give it to the Fates, that they 
For my luck pardon grant me may ; - 

And casts it in the sea. 

XIV. 

And by next morning's early light 
Unto the Prince, with aspect bright, 

K 
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Ein Fischer vor den Fiirsten hin : 
' HeiT, diesen Fisch hab' ich gefangen, 
Wie keiner noch ins Netz gegangen, 
Dir zum Geschenke bring* ich ihn/ 

XV. 

Und als der Koch den Fisch zertheilet, 
Kommt er bestiirzt herbeigeeilet 
Und ruft mit hocherstauntem Blick : 

* Sieh, Herr, den Ring, den du getragen, 
Ihn' fand ich in des Fisches Magen, 

O, ohne Grenzen ist dein Gliick ! ' 

XVI. 

Hier wendet sich der Gast mit Grausen : 

* So kann ich hier nicht femer hausen, 
Mein Freund kannst du nicht weiter sein. 
Die (jOtter wollen dein Verderben ; 
Fort eir ich, nicht mit dir zu sterben.' 
Und sprach's, und schiffte schnell sich ein. 



) 
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A fisherman draws nigh : 

* Master, this fish to thee I Ve brought 
Another such my net ne'er caught — 

It I now gift to thee ! * 

XV. 

And when the fish was by the cook 
Cut up, he with astonish'd look 
Thus crying rushes in : 

* I Ve in the fish's belly found 

The ring you wore your finger round, 
Boundless your luck, I ween ! ' 

XVI. 

On this the guest turned with dismay : 

* I cannot longer with thee stay, — 

I am thy friend no more ; 
Surely the gods thy fall decree, 
I go lest I should die with thee,' — 

He spoke, and left the shore. 
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LATELY PUBLISHED, BY THE SAME AUTHOR, 

THE SATIRES OF HORACE. 

TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH METRE. 
Crown SvOy clothy price 4J. 



Public Opinion. 

* The fidelity of the translation is the chief characteristic of the book, and 
the spirit of the original is fairly sustained. The work does credit to Dr. 
Wood's scholarship, and to his perseverance in being able, in the midst of an 
anxious and laborious profession, to bring the work to completion. We 
think that our author has been wisely advised to let his translations see the 
light.' 

Edinburgh Conrant. 

* We welcome the doctor to the ranks of the Horatians, not only as an able 
and versatile auxiliary in himself, but as an exemplar to others of the Faculty 
to enrich and refine their somewhat meagre and commonplace culture of the 
Venusian. ... As a whole his success in a very difficult enterprise has been 
considerable, and if the conditions of professional distraction, under which it 
was attained, be held in account, it is distinctly remarkable.' 

London Weekly Review. 

* Dr. Wood deserves infinite credit for his work, even had it been, which it 
is not, a failure. Thanks to the busy Edinburgh doctor for a very admirable 
rendering into English of the ** Satires of Horace.*' We simply add that the 
translation is safe in the hands of old and young. ' 



EPISTLES AND ART OF POETRY OF HORACE. 

TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH METRE. 
Crown Svo, dothy price 4J. 
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The Edinburgh Medical JonmaL 

* As the work of a well-known and much-beloved physician, and a member 
of our General Medical Council to boot, we think it right to direct attention 
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to it as further proof, if any were required, that our more purely professional 
studies do not incapacitate us for taking pleasure in the more luxuriant fields 
of general literature ; that a good doctor is not of necessity, and certainly 
ought not to be, a mere barbarian to the outer world ; and that our motto, 
** Nee sinit esseferos,^ is no mere idle boast, but the rule of our lives, though 
only now and then the busy members of our profession have sufficient force of 
character to exhibit it practically to the world. ** Gather up the fragments, '*^ 
has been Dr. Wood's motto in this his labour of love.* 



DON CARLOS: A TRAGEDY. 

BY SCHILLER. 

TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH BLANK VERSE. 

Crown SvOf cloth^ price ^s. 



Edim^urgh Conrant. 

* The surprise which was felt on the publication of Dr. Andrew Wood's 
translations of Horace, as to how a physician, with a most laborious and 
extensive practice, and many other important public duties, could find time 
for cultivating the Muses, and that with such spirit and success, will not be 
lessened by the appearance of his translation of Schiller's great tragedy, 
" Don Carlos." This new volume shows us how wide is the range of literary 
culture which Dr. Wood manages to maintain — ^as much at home with the- 
elevated philosophical and yet enthusiastic spirit of Schiller as he showed 
himself to be with the sprightly and satirical Horace. There is a certain 
propriety in a translation of Schiller's works coming from the hands of a 
physician, seeing that Schiller himself was trained to the profession. In the 
case of the great German, the poetic fire was too strong to enable him to 
pursue the staid walk and routine of a medical man ; his Scotch translator 
differs only in subordinating the ** vision and the faculty divine" to the 
pursuits of a professional career.* 

The Lancet. 

* Here again is our old friend Dr. Andrew Wood, armed with a New Year's 
gift to the profession, in the welcome guise of an English rendering of one of 
Schiller's noblest plays. The same rugged fidelity ; the same strenuous labour 
to bring out the meaning of his author to the finest shade ; the same incidental 
felicities setting off a good deal oigaucherk — conspicuous in his renderings of 
Horace — are equally apparent in his last effort. Of the love of literature 
which brings him so often — impar eongressus Achilli — into competition with 
the Aytouns, Martins, and Coning^ons of translation, we cannot speak too 
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highly. Would that it were commoner not only in our own profession but in 
the sister, ones ! It could not fail to react for good on its possessors, softening 
the asperities contracted under a too rigid or scientific development, lightening 
expression by happy strokes of illustration, and mitigating systematic toil by 
the restorative effect of change of mental scene. ' 



NATHAN THE WISE: 

A DRAMATIC POEM. 

BY LESSING. 

TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH BLANK VERSE. 

Crow7i Svo, cloth^ price 4y. 



From tlie London Dally News. 

* Dr. Andrew Wood's translation of Lessing's ** Nathan the Wise " renders 
this fine dramatic poem into blank verse of a flowing kind. It is accompanied 
by an introduction, in which the position of Lessing in relation to his time 
and the noble spirit and purpose of this work are clearly set forth. Even 
those who agree with a late biographer that it is to be regretted that this 
father of modern German literature should be known in this country almost 
exclusively by his "Nathan der Weise," may yet acknowledge the service 
rendered by Dr. Wood by thus directing attention to the genius of Lessing, 
his high moral purpose, and the great influence which he exercised over the 
literature of his time. * 

The Educational Times. 

* In now heartily commending the work before us to the notice of our 
readers, we would add that it is superbly printed, and unusually free from 
errors of the press. Though too well accustomed to look for such errors, we 
have detected but otie in the whole of this volume, and that is the dropping 
out of the word " I " from the end of the fourteenth line on page 6i. 

* If Dr. Andrew Wood can give us other translations as well worth reading 
as his versions of Horace's ** Epistles and Satires," Schiller's " Don Carlos," 
and Lessing's ** Nathan the Wise," — especially the one of the four which we 
regard as by far the best, and which we shall leave our readers to discover for 
themselves by reading them all, — and if, moreover, he can find a printer to 
do such justice to his labours as has been done in the work before us, he will 
not fail ultimately to have as many readers as, in this busy age, such works 
can be expected to meet with.' 

EDINBURGH: WILLIAM P. NIMMO & CO. 
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